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"NEARER MY GOD TO THEE" 


FADE IN 
EXT. POLAR REGION (MINIATURE) - DAY 


A seemingly endless icecap stretches out in the bright 
sunlight. Its ponderous outline is reflected in the 
chaste blue of the Arctic Sea. 


The ancient silence is broken by a deep and sinister 
rumble. 


Like lightning from below, a huge fissure races up the 
face of the glacier. There is a wild, geologic scream, 
spanning every octave, followed by a mammoth cloud of 
Snow spray. As the spray subsides, in silence, a huge 
fragment starts to drift away from the mother cap. The 
camera pans it into the free ocean. 


DISSOLVE TO: 

MUSIC TAKES OVER and the title: 
"NEARER MY GOD TO THEE" 

fills the screen. Other credits follow. 

DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. R.M.S. TITANIC (MINIATURE) ~- LATE AFTERNOON 
At first nothing is visible, the screen being filled by 
a heavy fog bank. As the camera slowly moves through the 
mist, gradually the dim outlines of the vessel appear. 
She is moored mid-channel of the Harbor of Cherbourg, 
though none of the port details can be seen because of 
the heavy mist. 
The camera is shooting up from the waterline, at the bow. 


A segment of the wet, glittering anchor chain is in the 
foreground. The four funnels are spewing dark smoke. 


All her flags are out; she is in full dress. From the fore- 


castle deck there is the sound of music; the ship's band 
plays "THE BRITISH GRENADIERS." The camera moves closer, 
past the bow lettering, TITANIC, to a porthole near the 
waterline. 


DISSOLVE THROUGH TO: 
INT. PARCEL RECEIVING ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON 
Open with a huge basket with fancily wrapped champagne 
bottles, pineapples, hothouse grapes. Spanning its handle 
is a broad satin ribbon reading HAPPY MAIDEN VOYAGE. 


(CONTINUED) 
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The camera trucks back to reveal the large compartment, 
jammed with parcels, boxes, hampers -- all kinds of bon 
voyage gifts. Four stewards are dispatching them to 
various parts of the ship. Three uniformed messengers 
stand by. 


A steward scoops up the next item -- an open wicker hamper 
filled with bluebelis. 


STEWARD 
(reading address, 
matter-of-fact) 
Mr. and Mrs. Jacob Astor. 
(as he hands it 
to messenger) 
Stateroom A-56 


MESSENGER BOY 
(surveying the hamper) 
Not so fancy as some. Just bluebells. 


STEWARD 
(pointing at the card 
attached to the hamper) 
‘Ave a look. 


The messenger takes it from the envelope and reads. 


MESSENGER BOY 
"From the woods of Windsor Castle." 
Blimey! 


Awe-struck, he hurries away with the flowers. The steward 
has turned to the next item. 


STEWARD 

Devonshire cream for Mr. Benjamin 
Guggenheim. 

(to second boy) 
Drop it at the icebox. 

(he picks up another 

package, reads the 

outside ) 
"Happy Maiden Voyage, Mr. Guggenheim." 

(handing it to the 

messenger, he scoops 

up another, reads) 
"Happy Maiden Voyage." -- They're in 
a bloomin! rut. 


Handing it to the messenger, he picks up a fifth parcel 
and is about to load it on the same boy when he stops. 


STEWARD 
(reading address) 
Captain E. J. Smith. 
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STEWARD (Cont.) 
(to the third boy) 
Deliver it to the bridge. Hop to it! 


The boy takes the parcel and exits. 


LAP DISSOLVE TO: 
INT. MAIN STAIRCASE - LATE AFTERNOON 


as the messenger boy hurries up it with the Captain's 
parcel. Pre-sailing excitement is evident: luggage 
being transported; dresses and suits on hangers being 
taken to the tailor shops; ship's crew and passengers 
in the midst of commotion ordinary to such a time. 


LAP DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. BOAT DECK - LATE AFTERNOON 


The messenger boy carrying the Captain's parcel appears 
from below. Passing the band and festive passengers 
gathered near the rail, he disappears in the direction 
of the bridge. 


INT. WHEELHOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON 


CAPTAIN &. J. SMITH, a bearded, tough seaman of about 
sixty, stands near the wheel and compass housing, talk- 
ing to PELHAM SANDERSON, Managing Director of the “hite 
Star Line. Sanderson wears a topcoat, holds hat and 
umbrella in his hand, sips a cup of tea. Near the wing 
of the bridge, FIRST OFFICER MURDOCH peers through his 
binoculars at the shrouded shoreline. Near the entrance 
to the charthouse, SECOND OFFICER LIGHTOLLER is making 
an entry in the rough log. He is a tail, hawk-nosed, 
impressive Britisher. The Captain, holding teacup in 
one hand, has a mimeographed list in the other. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(glancing up from list) 
With this group coming aboard from the 
Continent, we'il have twenty=-two hundred 
aboard. 


Sanderson giances toward wing of bridge. 


SANDERSON 
Rather thick weather inside, but it'll 
be clear when you get out. 
(turning back) 
Cherbourg to New York, Youtll go by 
the Great Circle Route. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
Yes, sir. Southern track. 


(CONTINUED) 


(Cont. ) 


SANDERSON 

Fine start, Captain. This is 
excellent tea. 

(puts down his cup) 
As to your running time -- we know 
you'tll exercise normal prudence. 

(genially) 
However, the company wouldn't resent 
a record run on her maiden voyage. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
They're good engines, sir. Welll 
use them. 
(sets down his cup) 
Any other instructions from the company? 


SANDERS ON 
With a ship like this, there isn't 
much to be said...except good luck, 
and I wish I could go with you. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(smiling) 
Maybe the next time, sir. 


SANDERS ON 
(ruefully) 
Yes, but that's not a first sailing. 


During the above, the messenger boy has entered the wheel- 
house and given the parcel to the quartermaster. The 
boy leaves as the quartermaster approaches the Captain. 


QUARTERMASTER 
(handing him the 
package ) 
For you, sir. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(as he opens it) 
I suppose my wife dug up an extra shirt. 


His light mood changes to one of surprise as he sees 
what the package really contains. He folds the wrapping 
paper back to look at the address of the sender. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(reading) 
From Henry vans, Benbecula, the Hebrides... 
(puzzled, then musing) 
Captain Henry Evans? I thought he was dead. 


As he says these words, the wrapping drops from his 
fingers and a faded, tattered British ensign appears. 
The Captain stands silent as Lightoller, Murdoch and the 
quartermaster come closer and look at the flag. 
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CAPTAIN SMITH 
(in a faraway voice) 
It flew from the mainmast of the 
Star of Madagascar forty-two years 
ago. I joined her as an apprentice. 
She was a fine sea-boat. 


LIGHT OLLER 
Shall we hoist it, sir? 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
She's not top issue nowadays, but up 
SNE ZOCSeee 


Lightoller takes the ensign from his hand. He exits. 
EXT. PORT WING OF THE BRIDGH - LATE AFTERNOON 


Lightoller comes aft and leaves tie shot. A second later 
the Captain, followed by Sanderson, Murdoch and the 
quartermaster, comes out and looks aloft. 


EXT. TRUCK OF THE FOREMAST (POINT-OF-VIEW SHOT) - 
(MINIATURE ) - LATE AFTERNOON 


A brilliant new ensign spanks the breeze. It is lowered 
and moves out of the shot. Immediately, the old ensign 
is hauled into its place. 


BAT. PORT WING OF THE BRIDGH - LATE AFTERNOON 
The group stands looking up. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(quietly) 
Looks pretty good at that. 


Their reverie is broken as a messenger comes up the 
ladder. 


MESSENGaR 
The tender is coming out from Cherbourg, 
sir. 
CAPTAIN SMITH 
(turning to Lightoller) 
Mr. Sanderson will return on the tender. 
Will you show him the gangway? 


Sanderson pulls up the collar of his coat, surveys the 
ship from bow to stern, and turns to tre Captain. 


SANDERSON 
(with a gesture taking 
in the entire Titanic} 
Hell, she's all yours, Captain, 


(CONTINUED ) 
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They shake hands. Sanderson, accompanied by Lightoller, 
leaves the bridge. The Captain looks up to the foremast 
for a moment. 


LAP DISSOLVE TO: 
10 EXT. TENDER EN ROUTE (MINIATURE) ~- LATE AFTERNOON 


The small vessel, crowded with passengers, cuts through 
the dense fog. 


11 EXT. TENDER AT FORWARD RAIL (PROCESS) - LATE AFTERNOON 


Looking towards the Titanic, or perhaps beyond it, stands 
JULIA STURGES. She is a woman of about forty, of striking 
beauty and elegance. She seems oblivious to the festive 
talk and activity around her. There is a stubborn gal- 
lantry abcut the way she faces the wind. 


Suddenly a man's voice behind her calls: "Julia...Julia." 
It doesn't register with her. 


MAN'S VOICE 
Julia! 


She breaks from her mood and turns to see the man who is 
making his way towards her. He is a jaunty, smartly 
dressed member of the international set, SANDY COMSTOCK. 


JULIA 
Sandy! I thought you were in Biarritz. 


SANDY 
(taking both her hands) 
My beautiful Julia, to these ears 
Biarritz has become a dirty word. 


JULIA 
(with a smile) 
How much did you lose this time? 


SANDY 
(opening the front 
of his overcoat) 
These are borrowed trousers. 
(glancing around) 
Where's that husband of yours? 


JULIA 
‘after a beat) 
He didn't come. 


SANDY 
Good. Maybe we can cause a scandal. 


(CONTINUED) 
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JULIA 
I'm afraid it will be a little clumsy. 
(calling) 
Annette! Normani 
(to Sandy) 
I brought the children. 


SANDY 
(slightly surprised) 
Aren't they in school? And what about 
your summer plans? I thought you were 
taking a house in Deauville. 


JULIA 
(with an cdd note 
of finality) 
I changed my mind. 


From the crowd behind them come: ANNETTE, a girl of 
eighteen, with charm, gocd looks, a trace of petulance, 
and NORMAN, an eager, likeable boy of about thirteen, in 
knickerbockers. 


ANNETTE 
Sandy Encehantee! Quel plaisir de 
vous voir ici. 


_ JULIA 
(drily) 
She means hello. 


NORMAN 
(anxious to get away) 
Good afternoon, sir. I have to go over 
to the left side -+-- 
(correcting himself) 
-- tc the port side, to see the Marconi 
aerial. 


Without waiting to be excused, he hurries through the 
erowd. The camera pans with him for a few steps and holds 
ons; MR. AND MRS. JOHN JACOB ASTOR, standing nearby. 


JoJo. ASTOR 
(to wife) 
Stay right here. I'll try to find a 
chair. 


MRS. ASTOR 
(lightly) 
Oh, John, stop worrying. I'm not the 
First woman in the world who's going 
to have a baby. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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Jods ASTOR 
As far as I'm concerned, you are. I'11 
get a chair. 


He turns and starts away, but is blocked by: EARL MEEKER, 
a chubby, unctuous insurance broker. Meeker apparently 
has overheard the conversation and extends a suitcase. 


MEEKER 
Forgive me, Mr. Astor...if you're look- 
ing for a chair for Mrs. Astor...perhaps 
my suitcase would do? 


He slides past Astor, puts down the suitcase for Mrs. Astor 
to sit-on. She nods pleasantly and sits. Meeker turns 

and addresses Astor in a tone which suggests that he'd 

like to strike up a lifelong friendship. 


MEEKER 
Mr. Astor -- my name is Earl Meeker. 


Jedo ASTOR 
(politely, but without 
a trace of familiarity) 
Yes...thank you. 


He turns to his wife, leaving Meeker staring at his back 
in disappointment. A senior steward passes by, calling 
outs: 


SENIOR STEWARD 
The maid of Mrs. Widener! Is Mrs. 
Widener's maid around? 


Meeker eageriy grabs him by the arm and points. 


MEEKER 
The Wideners? I think I saw them over 
there. 


The steward moves aft, camera panning with hin. 


SENIOR STEWARD 
I'm looking for the Widener maid. 
The Widener maid! 


He suddenly stops at the sight of a pleasant-faced, down- 
to-earth woman of forty-five. 


SENIOR STEWARD 
(repeating tentatively) 
The Widener maid... 


THE WOMAN 
(flatly) 
Don't lock at me. 


(CONTINUED) 
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THE WOMAN (Cont. ) 
(as the steward backs 
away apologetically; 
calls out) 
I've got so many maids -- some of the 
maids take care of the maids! 


The camera holds on her. She is MRS. MAUDE YOUNG. Next 

to her is GEORGE HEALEY, a man with a handsome, melancholic 
face. Wryly amused by the incident, he pours a drink from 
an aluminum flask. © 


MRS. YOUNG 
(with warm candor) 
Can't say that I blame the fellow. I 
just don't have a face that goes with 
a bankroll. I better take out my badge 
and blind a few people. 


She pulls off a glove, displaying a massive diamond ring. 
She notices that Healey continues to drink. 


MRS. YOUNG 
My name is Maude Young. Montana lead 
mines. 
(she eyes the cup 
in his hand) 
You seasick? Is that some kind of cure? 


He looks at her for a moment, speaks quietly. 


HEALEY 
No. It doesn't cure anything. 


He turns and gulps down the rest of his drink. 


Le EXT. PORT SIDE TITANIC - AMIDSHIPS - (MINIATURE) - LATE 
AFTERNOON 


The passenger gangway ladder is being lowered to meet the 
tender. At the railing a ship's officer stands at the 
head of the ladder. 


A-12 EXT. AT SHIP'S RAILING (MATTE SHOT) - LATE AFTERNOON 


Passengers line railing and look curiously down in the 
direction of the tender. The camera concentrates on 4 
group of college boys dressed in sweaters, each with a 
large P on his chest. Their leader is GIFF ROGERS. The 
boys are singing, "Vive L'amour, L'amour." 


13 EXT. STAIRWAY TO PARCEL RECEIVING ROOM 


The nose of the tender moves into the shot. Passengers 
begin to climb up the ladder, among chem the three 
Sturgeses and Sandy Comstcck. 
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14h EXT. PORT SIDE - AMIDSHIPS (MATTE SHOT) - LATE AFTERNCON 


At the rail one of the collegians suddenly cails a helt 
to the song, points down and shouts. 


1ST COLLEGIAN 
Hey, look at the one in the fur hat. 


2ND COLLEGIAN 
(quickly) 
She's mine. You get that cone way 
back there. 


3RD COLLEGIAN 
Don't quarrel. There's plenty to go 
around. 


Giff has only half an ear open to their banter. He is 
too busy taking in Annette, 


A-1h INT. PARCEL RECEIVING ROOM - AT HEAD OF THE LADDER 


The Sturges group is arriving. One of the waiting stewards 
leads them towards their quarters. At this moment the 
second collegian is about to move in on Annette. Before 

he can do so, Giff elbows him aside and jumps into Annetie!s 
path with an elaborate bow. 


GIFF 
I'm the steward assigned to you, lady. 
Just call me Giff. Carry your bag? 
Draw your bath? 


Annette surveys him from head to foot. 


ANNETTE 
Shouldn't you be in school somewhere? 


She moves out of the shot, leaving him speechless but 
impressed. The second collegian comes up behind Gift, 
followed by the others, all chuckling. 


OND COLLEGIAN 
That's what vou get for cutting in on 
me, You draw a lemon! 


Giff quiets their laughter with a single gestures, stares 
offscene, almost transfixed. 


GIFF 
(deadly serious) 
You know what? I'm going to marry tnat 
girl. 


LAP DISSOCLV= To: 


522 


| 


522 


15 


de 


EXT. SECTION OF THE DOCK AT CHERBOURG = LATE AFTERNOON 


Remnants of the fog still hang over the area, In the 
foreground is a sign readings QUAI 1lleme, Next to it 

is piled a stack of cheap, nondescript trunks and luggage. 
A dock employee of the White Star Line, a megaphone in 
his hand, climbs up on the luggage and addresses a crowd 
of people huddled on the dock nearby, They are the third 


class passengers: traditional emigrants, recognizable by 
dress and manner. 


DOCK EMPLOYEE 
Attention, please$ Attention}! The 
tender is now returning to pick up 
all third class passengers. Form a 
double line to the gangway. No run- 
ning, no pushing} Have your boarding 
tickets ready! Boarding tickets ready $ 


There is a mass scurrying among the emigrants as they 
move toward the gangway. The official begins to repeat 
his speech in French. 


The camera pans along the pier to the vehicle siding. 
While the voice of the official continues over the Babel, 
a taxi slides into the shot. It is a battered, mud=caked 
Paris cab. Before it comes to a full stop, its passenger 
flings open the door and gets out. He is RICHARD WARD 
STURGES (Clifton Webb), one of the most urbane and elegant 
men of his time. He swiftly pays the cab driver, whirls 
around, sees a dock official, and summons him with a per- 
emptory snap of his fingers. 


STURGES 
(as the official 
arrives) 
I am Richard Ward Sturges, Get me the 
proper man... I want to arrange passage. 


DOCK OFFICIAL 
(slightly amused) 
On the Titanic? 


STURGES 
I had that in mind, 


DOCK OFFICIAL 
Sorry, sir. This first trip has been 
sold out since March, 


STURGES 
My congratulations, However <= 
(as he makes a move 
towards his wallet) 
-= I must be on board, 


(CONTINUED) 
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From offscene there is a long, drawn-out whistle blast 
from the approaching tender. The official looks off, 
turns back to Sturges. 


DOCK OFFICIAL 
I'd like to help, sir, but «= I'm 
SOrrys 


He bows politely and walks away. Temporarily nonplussed, 
Sturges surveys the scene in front of him. A large number 
of emigrants have formed a double line. The UZCADUMS, a 
family of Basques <= a good-looking, youngish man, his 
handsome young wife and three children -- stand at one 
side loading themselves with luggage and some potted 
grapevines. They start towards the double line. Sturges 
moves into the shot, falls into step beside the man. 


STURGES 
You're Spanish? 


UZCADUM 
(proudly) 
No. We are Basque. 


MRS. UZCADUM 
From wine country. 
(showing potted 
vine) 
We go to California, Oregon perhaps. 
Start grapes. Make good wine. 


STURGES 
Have you land there? 


UZCADUM 
We buy little piece, 


Sturges stops Mr. Uzcadum. 


STURGES 
It needn't be such a little piece... 
He takes some money out of his wallet, points to the 
ticket tied to Mr. Uzcadum's coat. 


STURGES 
(continuing) 
You give me that ticket and <-- 
(waving money) 
~~ there's enough here to buy five 
times as much land. 


The Uzcadums turn and chatter incredulously among them- 
selves in their native language, 


(CONTINUED) 
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STURGES 
(cutting in; persua- 
sively to Mrs. Uzcadum) 
There's nothing to discuss. He can take 
the next boat and join you in a week or 
SOe One boat's as good as another. 


The Uzcadums turn to each other excitedly, babble some 
more in Basque. Mr. Uzcadum finally turns back and makes 
a gesture of rejection. At this moment, there is a second 
whistle blast from the tender. 


STURGES 

All right, I can always get someone 
@1se@o.oa 

(quietly) 
But stop and think how many years it'll 
take you to get a hundred acres. Now 
go into one of your tribal huddles and 
convince your wife. 


There is another babble of Basque, Mr. Uzcadum using all 
ten fingers to show his wife how much land they can get. 
Mrs. Uzcadum finally nods assent. Sturges quickly hands 
Uzcadum the money and untwines the ticket from his coat. 


STURGES 
Thank you. 
(reading ticket) 
Mr. Uzcadum -- you've done me a great 
favor. 


(as he fastens the 
ticket on his own coat) 
Now, where is our luggage? 


He casually pushes Mr. Uzcadum aside, scoops up two of 
the family's bundles and walks toward the wharf. There 
is a final blast from the tender. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
16 INT. OFFICERS! MESS ~- EVENING 


At the head of the long, green dining tadle stand four 
whiskey bottles. The neck of each carries a silver 
identification tag. Chief Officer Wilde, smoking a 
pipe, sits on the edge of the table. He tears the mess 
menu into four small squares of paper, writes a large 
"X" on one of them. The camera trucks back. 


Wilde is surrounded by Murdoch, Lightoller and a group 
of junior officers, who are intently watching Wilde. 
Murdoch turns and calls through the oven door leading 
to officers! quarters = 
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MURDOCH 
Hurry up, Danj It's drinks and draw 
for the first watch3 


Wilde folds the slips of paper, takes off his cap, throws 
in the slips of paper. 


WILDE 
Here we go, chapse 


He joggles the cap and extends it. Lightoller, Murdoch, 
and the officer summoned from quarters, draw. Wilde 
takes the fourth slip. Murdoch opens his slip, glances 
at it, savagely crumples it up and throws it across the 
room. Lightoller interrupts the others. 


LIGHTOLLER 
Don't trouble yourself, gentsj It's 
Lucky Lightoller! 


He triumphantly displays his slip, marked with an "xX." 
The junior officers crowd around and slap him on the 
hack in congratulation. 


LIGHTOLLER 
(happily) 
Mr. Murdoch, Mr. Wilde, Dan -- remove 
your bottles. It's my treat. 


The losers take their bottles off the table. A junior 
officer grabs glasses from a sideboard, begins to pour 
from Lightpller's bottle. A seaman enters and salutes. 


SHAMAN 
(to the room) 
All third class passengers are aboard. 
Ready to get underway. 


Lightoller turns and nods, puts on his uniform coat and 


starts out. The camera pans him to the door. As he takes 


his cap from the hook, he calls back to the others. 
LIGHTOLLER 
And remember -- first watch, first man 
with the ladies. 
He exits. 
LAP DISSOLVE TO; 
EXT. TITANIC ANCHOR (MINIATURE) - EVENING 


The chain groans as the massive anchor breaks out of the 
water. 


LAP DISSOLVE TO: 
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INT. MAIN BOILER ROOM (PROCESS) - EVENING 


The stokers are furiously feeding coal into the flaming 
furnaces. 


INT. WHEELHOUSE - EVENING 


The Captain rings up "Ahead two-thirds" on the engine- 
room telegraph and turns to the quartermaster at the 
wheel. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
Steer two-seven-zero. 


He crosses past a messenger and a standby quartermaster, 
and exits to: 


EXT. PORT WING OF THE BRIDGE (MINIATURE) - EVENING 


The fog has cleared; the stars are out. The Titanic's 
four funnels are trailing plumes of purple smoke. 


EAT. BOAT DECK - EVENING 


Lightoller stands forward, scanning the horizon with his 
binoculars. The Captain moves up to a junior officer of 
the deck nearby. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
Finish stations. Secure fore and aft. 
(he turns to 
Lightoller) 
All right, Mr. Lightoller. You may 
take her to sea. 


Lightoller turns, salutes and moves toward the wheelhouse. 
LAP DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. R.M.S. TITANIC (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 

The light from her hundreds of portholes produces a 

shimmering light on the dark water. Gradually the ship's 


head falls to port; she slowly swings around until her 
stern faces the camera, She starts toward the open sea. 


EXT. DOCK - NIGHT 


Mr. Uzcadum stands, a solitary figure, looking wistfully 
out to sea. 


INT. THIRD CLASS RECREATION ROOM STAIRCASE - NIGHT 


It leads from the busy third class recreation room. 
Sturges, making his way through the crowd, comes up the 
staircase with a purposeful air. He arrives at a door 
marked NO ADMITTANCE, and enters it. 
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EXT. A PORTION OF THE PROMENADE DECK - NIGHT 


Sturges enters through a doorway leading to the stairs 
below. This portion of the promenade deck is divided 
from the rest by a chain. The metal plaque on it reads: 
FIRST CLASS PASSENGERS ONLY. Beyond the chain, Earl 
Meeker is pacing back and forth, breathing expansively: 
he's paid for the sea air and intends to have his money's 
worth. He stops suddenly as he sees Sturges unhook the 
chain. 


MEEKER 
(shouting) 
Hey! You can't come up here! This 
is for first class only! 


STURGES 
(coolly) 
Really?... I'll do my best to behave 
properly. 


He hands the end of the chain to Meeker, continues on his 
way. Meeker stares stupidly at the chain in his hand, 
looks up and begins to shout. 


MEEKER 
Steward} Steward! 


INT, CORRIDOR LEADING TO STATEROOMS - NIGHT 


Undisturbed by Meeker's shouting, Sturges enters. He 
glances around searchingly; a uniformed stewardess passes 
him, turns back, wide-eyed. 


STEWARDESS 
(pleased recognition) 
Oh, sirt Mr. Sturges! You don't 
remember me. I was on the Queen 
Alexandria... 


STURGES 
Of course you were. Your name is 
Emma, and you have a daughter who's 
married to a dentist in Plymouth. 


STEWARDESS 
(on the verge 
of tears) 
So considerate of you to remember, sir. 


STURGES 
Yes, Emma. Now can you tell me...what 
is the number of Mrs. Sturges's cabin? 


EMMA 
(leading him a few 
feet down the corridor) 
Right over here. Staterooms A-fifty- 
two, fifty-four. 


(CONTINUED) 
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EMMA (Cont.) 
(as she starts to 
unlock the door 
with a master key) 
But they've gone up for dinner, sir. 


STURGES 
Thank yous 


He is about to enter; something o.s. draws his attention. 
He turns and calls out. 


STURGES 
John} 


The camera pans down to Stateroom A-56. Mr. and Mrs. 
Astor are leaving their cabin. Sturges hurries up to 
them, embraces Mrs. Astor. 


STURGES 
(warmly ) 
Madeleine, my beautiful peacock} 


MRS. ASTOR 
(happily) 
Richard! This is a surprise. 


STURGES 
(ambiguously) 
Yes, it is. John, I'd like to borrow 
a shirt and use your razor. 
(gesturing) 
I'm wearing my entire wardrobe. I 
left ina hurry. 


In explanation, he takes the identification ticket off 
his coat, hands it to Astor. Without glancing at the 
ticket, Astor gestures into the stateroom. 


ASTOR 
Help yourself. Take whatever you 
need. 

STURGES 
Thank you. 


He is about to enter the Astor suite; a sudden thought 
strikes him. 


STURGES 
One more thing. If you happen to see 
Julia in the dining room... I'd rather 
you didn't tell her I'm aboard. 
(quietly) 
I'd like to tell her myself. 


Sturges enters the stateroom, closes the door. Mr. Astor 
reads the card, looks up in bewilderment - 


ASTOR 
"Jean Pablo Uzcadum?" 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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18. 
INT. FIRST CLASS DINING ROOM - NIGHT 


The orchestra is playing "Glowworm." The camera trucks 
back to reveal the plush assemblage, and stops at the 
table of the Sturgeses. This being the first night, no 
one is in evening clothes. Julia and Annette are having 
coffee. Norman is concentrating on dessert. 


About three tables away, Mrs. Young, Giff and his friends 
are having dinner. One chair at their table is empty. 
Giff is craning his neck to get a look at Annette. 


ANNETTE 
Mama, you should have protested. It's 
a really bad table -- there's not a 
person we know at this end of the room. 


JULIA 
(amused) 
Be brave, Annette. These tragedies 
happen sometimes in life. 


At this moment, Norman's eyes widen as he looks offscene. 


NORMAN 
(jumping to his 

feet) 
Mother, Annette, look! 


From the entrance, Sturges is making his way across the 
dining room, toward them. He pauses at the table of a 
charming-looking old couple, MR. and MRS. ISIDOR STRAUS. 


STURGES 
Well, well, the ship is full of nice 
people. 


MRS. STRAUS 
Hello, Mr. Sturges. 


STRAUS 
Richard! 


Sturges takes the bottle from the wine bucket beside their 
table. 


STURGES 
(reading the label) 
Pommery 1892. 
(eyeing Mrs. Straus 
warningly) 
Mrs. Straus, be careful of that old fox. 
He has plans. 


The Strauses chuckle as Norman comes into the shot ana 
throws his arms around his father, who returns the hug 
with the warmest affection. 
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NORMAN 
(as they start toward 
the Sturges table) 
How did you get aboard? 


STURGES 
By the back door...It's good to see 
you, boy. 


As Norman pulls him across the dining room, they are 
stopped halfway by Sandy Comstock, who wheels around in 
his chair. He is sitting at the table with Mr. and Mrs. 
Widener and their son. 


SANDY 
Well, well -- I can see a bridge game 
at last. 

STURGES 


Hello, Sandy. 
(across the table) 
Mrs, Widener, George... 


The camera pans them to Julia's table. Annette jumps up 
and kisses her father in happy surprise. Julia remains 
seated. Her surprise is of a darker nature. Sturges 
bends over Julia and kisses her forehead with cool pre- 
cision. 


STURGES 
You all look splendid, and this is 
going to be great fun. I'll see to 
it that we have a better table to- 
morrow . 


ANNETTE 
(squeezing his arm 
in delight at this 
suggestion) 
Oh daddy, I’m so glad you're here! 


She leads him to the vacant seat. 


STURGES 
I hope this doesn't upset your plans, 
Julia. We'tll be a little crowded but 
Norman and I can bunk together. 


JULIA 
(a plain white 
lie) 
It's wonderful you could break away 
after all. 
STURGES 


IT managed. 
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Julia looks at him squarely, speaks in an sven tone of 
voice. 


JULIA 
My family will be plsased that you're 
coming too. 


NORMAN 
It makes it a better celebration 


already. 
{( jumping to 
his feet) 
Can I send a message to grandfather? 


They have a wireless place upstairs -- 
the Marconi room. 


STURGES 
Might be a good idea. Run along, 


Norman hurvies off. As &. 
Before he can ¢peak, Sturges 
manner cf a man who is clear 


somes up with a menu, 
ismisses him with the 
g e decks for action. 


Nothing now, I'i have a sandwich in 


the bar. 


As the steward bows and leaves, Surges turns to Annette. 


Annstte, I wonder if you'd get a wrap 
S 


Por your mother. 


(she rises} 
stops suddeniy) 
Something funny about you, Father... 
I know! »~ I've never seen you without 
a Plower before. 
Sturges forces a smile, takes a carnation from the bouguer 
on the table, Annette leaves; Sturges turns to face 
Julia. The pretense of cleasantry disappears, Two strong 
wills go to war. 
STURGES 
(putting the carnation 
in his buttorhole) 
Finish your coffee, dulia. We can walk 
around the deck while I tell you what I 
think of this perfe mce cof yours. 


Llve 


26 (Cont.2) 


JULIA 
I'm in no hurry to finish my coffee, 
and not too interested in your opinion. 


STURGES 
If I hadn't phoned the house from 
Zurich, you'd have got away with it. 
Perhaps you'll explain now why you're 
kidnapping ny children. 


JULIA 
(icily) 
I'm not kidnapping them, Richard. I'm 
rescuing them. 


STURGES 
From what? 

JULIA 
From you. 

STURGES 


That was my guess. This family re- 
union story is a deliberate trick to 
get them away. 


JULIA 
It is. And what's more, they're 
never going back, They're going to 
stop being rootless, purposeless, 
superficial, hotel children. 


STURGES 
What's wrong with hotels, if they're 
very good ones? 


Julia changes her tactics, speaks in an earnest, almost 
pleading voice. 


JULIA 
Oh, please, Richard, try to see this 
sanely. We're Americans. We belong 
in America. Yet for years we've been 
galloping all over Europe to be at 
the proper place at the proper time -- 
Deauville in season, Bad Nauheim for 
a cure, Monte Carlo to get out of shape 
again. Year after year, the same silly 
calendar...Look at Annette! 


STURGES 
I have. With great pride. She's en- 
tertaining, she's discriminating, she 
has grace and style. 
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JULIA 
She's an affected little prig. 


STURGES 
So you've chosen to drag her back to 
the glories of Mackinac, Michigan. 


JULIA 
Any town in any state becomes comic 
on your lips, Richard. Comic or not, 
that's where she's going -- to a big, 
pleasant, ugly house, with the cheap 
scent of lilacs around it. Don't 
worry ~-- she won't turn out dowdy. 
She'll meet dozens of nice boys. 


STURGES 
I have something better in mind for 
Annette than being tied down to some 
lumber salesman, 


JULIA 
I know what you have in mind, but it's 
not going to work. I've seen a great 
many international marriages. I've 
never seen a happy one. 


Sandy comes up to the table. 


SANDY 
(to Sturges) 
I don't want to seem over-eager, but -- 
(he makes gesture 
of dealing cards) 


STURGES 
Not tonight, Sandy, thank you. 


Sandy moves on. Sturges turns back to Julia. 


STURGES 
You think Annette is going to be grate- 
ful to you for hauling her into the 
wilderness? 


JULIA 
In time. And as for Norman, I can only 
tell you one thing: there's not going 
to be a carriage with two ponies wait- 
ing for him at nine o'clock every morn- 
ing. From now on, he's going to walk 
to school. 
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STURGES 
(with bitter precision) 
I should have anticipated this. Twenty 
years ago I made the pardonable mistake 
of thinking I could civilize a girl who 
bought her hats out of a Sears, Roebuck 
catalogue. Iwas wrong. And don't 
think I haven't had my share of regrets. 


JULIA 
(rising with infinite 
resignation in her 
voice) 
One thing...you've always been honest. 


She moves away from him, the camera panning with her. 
Near the exit she meets Annette carrying her wrap. 


ANNETTE 
Will this one do? 

JULIA 
Thank you. 

ANNETTE. 
Where's father? 

JULIA 
Never mind. It's bedtime. 

ANNETTE 

(protesting) 

But, mother... 

JULIA 


Come on. It's been a long day. 


She takes her by the arm and they exit. Sturges stands 
at the empty table looking after them, his face a mask. 
Norman appears from the other side. 


NORMAN 
I sent the wireless, sir. 


STURGES 
Good. 
(sighs) 
Well, one game of chequers before we 
turn in? 


Putting his arm around the boy, he walks toward the lounge. 


FADE OUT 
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27 EXT. R.M.S. TITANIC - ON THE OPEN SHA - (MINIATURE) - DAY 


In contrast to the murkiness of our first glimpse of the 
Titanic, this is brilliant with sunlight. The ocean around 
the ship is limitless and still. She cuts a straight course. 


28 EXT. CROW'S NEST - (PROCESS) - DAY 


Two lookouts, DEVLIN and SYMONS, are on duty. One stares 
to port, the other to starboard. Devlin, scanning the 
sea, half turns. 
DEVLIN 
(scanning the sea) 

No more sea guils... It's a mystery, 

it is. Take all the fish in the sea 

-- there must be a million of ‘em -- 

and you don't feel friendly to a single 

one.» But put a bird in the sky, and 

you feel like old chums. 


From below appear the relief watch. 


1ST RELIEF 
Chops for breakfast. 


Devlin and Symons start down the ladder. The First Relief 
moves to the mainmast, reads from a small slate posted 
there. 
1ST RELIEF 
Sailing as before. Course two-six- 
eight. 
(to Second Relief) 
You want port or starboard? 


OND RELIEF 
(cheerfully) 
Either way. I'm an all-round bloke. 


First Relief nods and moves to port. The Second Relief 
takes his watch to starboard. 


29 EXT. FORECASTLE DECK - (PROCESS) - DAY 


Symons and Devlin reach the deck, cross to the hatch 
leading down to crew's quarters. As they pass an air 
funnel, they stop suddenly to look down at a figure 
sprawled out behind the forecastle breakwater. It's a 
man, coatless and hatless. The lookouts start to pick 
him up. 
DEVLIN 
Hey now, mate, save that stomach for 
rougher weather. 


As they help the groggy figure to his feet, we see that it 
is Healey. He is unshaven and bleary-eyed. 
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522 


256 


29 (Cont.) 
HEALEY 
(blinded by 
the glare) 
That's all right. What time is it? 
Oh yes, the sea -- the boundless sea. 


The boys exchange a meaningful look. From behind Healey, 
young Symons pantomimes, nipping from a bottle. 


DEVLIN 
(holding his arm) 
Should I call a steward, sir? Take 
you to your cabin? 


The pathetic figure straightens himself. In spite of his 
condition, there's a certain dignity about him. 


HEALEY 
Don't need anyone. Have to send a 
wireless off. Very important. 


He takes a few steps, turns. 


| HEA LEY 
(a strange bitter- 
ness in his voice) 
The wireless telegraph... Shall we 
give three cheers for Mr. Marconi? 


Quite steady by now, he walks towards the ladder. The 
lookouts stare after him. 


30 INT. MARCONI ROOM - DAY 


BRIDE and PHILLIPS, the two young operators, are at the 
desk, Bride keying messages while Phillips sorts out the 
incoming marconigrams. 


PHILLIPS 

Listen, bucko, this'll teach you what 
kind of boat you're working on. 

(reading a cable) 
'Mr. James J. Hays, on Board the 
Titanic.'! 

(looking up) 
When he gets to New York, there's 
going to be a whole bloomin' private 
train waiting for him. 


BRIDE 
That's handy -- no waiting for a seat. 


During the foregoing, Healey has made his way into the 
room. Neither of the operators notices him. 
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PHILLIPS 

(thumbing through the 

messages, proudly) 
Mr. Guggenheim, the Countess of Rothes, 
Lady Duff-Gordon, Colonel Archibald 
Buttseece 

(shrugging) 
The ship I was on before...all we got 
was weather reports. 

(becoming aware 

of Healey) 
Yes, sir? 


HEALEY 
A form, please. 


Phillips slides the pad across to him. Healey takes a 
pencil from the counter, starts to write. The camera 
moves up to him. It is clear that George Healey is not 
writing an ordinary message of greeting or arrival news. 
The words have to be pulled from his heart. With great 
effort, he starts on the address, but the point of the 
pencil breaks. Phillips has been watching him curlously. 


HEALEY 
I guess I broke the pencil. 
PHILLIPS 
Perhaps I could take it down for you, 
sir. 
HEALEY 
No thanks, I can do it -- or, if you 


would, I guess maybe -- 

(without transition, 

looking into space, 

he begins to dictate) 
It's to my brother -- Mr. Frank Healey, 
689 Boylston Street, Boston. I am 
coming home. I think you should advise 
the family now that last week the 
authorities in Rome -- 


He pauses uncertainly. 


PHILLIPS 
'Authorities in Rome! -- 


HEALEY 
(sobered by 
his voice) 
-- authorities in Rome -- 


PHILLIPS 
I've got that, sir. 
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HEALEY 
And then say -- 
(whatever the words 
are, he cannot get. 
them out) 
I'll be back later. 


ots 


He turns and leaves the Marconi room, the two boys staring 
after him. 


BAT. PROMENADE DECK - DAY 


Various passengers relax in their deck chairs, enjoying 


sea and sunshine. 


bouillon. 


locked. 


The steward, 


A steward is passing the eleven o'clock 


From the direction of the Marconi house comes 
George Healey. 
door of the lounge bar. He tries the knob, but it is 

He tries the knob again, rattling it impatiently. 


The camera trucks him to the entrance 


the tray of bouillon in his hand, approaches 


hime 


He turns and starts away. 


STEWARD 
The bar doesn't open till eleven- 
thirty; it's the rule on British 
ships, sir. 


HEALEY 
Oh, I forgot. 


STEWARD 
Cup of bouillon, ‘sir? 


The steward calls after him, 


Mrs. Young and Meeker stand drinking bouillon at the rail. 


MRS. YOUNG 

(to the steward) 
He's not interested. 

(to Meeker, as they 

walk toward the after 

ladder leading to 

boat deck) 
That poor fellow didn't have any dinner 
last night -- no breakfast this morning. 


MEEKER 
What ails him? 


MRS. YOUNG 
I've seen that look before. He's a 
runaway o 


MEEKER 
From what? Some woman? 
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They have reached the bottom of the ladder. Before 
ascending, Mrs. Young shakes her head sadly. 


MRS. YOUNG 
No. He's running too fast for that. 


They hand their cups to a passing deck steward and walk 
up the ladder to; 


EXT. BOAT DECK - DAY 


As they reach the top of the ladder, they pause in sur= 


prise. Ahead of them is a large circle of people gathered 


around a table. 


MEEKER 
What's the commotion? 


MRS. YOUNG 
(shrugging) 
Where I come from, it’s either a 
revival meeting or a crap game. 


The camera pans them over as they join the group. Sandy 
Comstock is the center of the merry crowd, Among the 
passengers surrounding him can be discerned the Astors, 


the Strauses, Giff, and his three college friends. Various 
people are handing money to the senior smoking-room steward 
and drawing slips of paper. Sandy is acting as the master 
of ceremonies. 


SANDY 
Step up and get your tickets for the 
anchor poolij Ten dollars gives you a 
chance to win six hundred. Don't be 
shy, Mr. Straus <-- draw a good one. 


MR. STRAUS 
(to his wife) 
You draw, mama. 


While Mrs. Straus draws, Mrs. Young forces her way into 
the center of the circie. 


MRS. YOUNG 
I want to get in on this. How do you 
play? 


She produces a wad of bank notes from her purse. 
SANDY 


Draw a number, If it corresponds to 
the minute we drop anchor, you win. 


As Mrs. Young slaps her money on the table and prepares to 
win, the camera pans to Giff Rogers and his friends. Giff 
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is collecting two-fifty from each, to buy one ticket. 
As he gets the ten dollars together and starts through 
the crowd towards Sandy, he sees something offscene. 


33 EXT. UPPER SUN DECK - POINT OF VIEW SHOT - DECK 


In a deck chair near the rail sits a solitary figure, 
holding a book in her hand. It is Julia Sturges. 


34 EXT. BOAT DECK - DAY 
Giff turns to one of his companions, hands him the money. 


GIFF 
You get it. 


Without waiting for confirmation, he pushes his way through 
the crowd, crosses to the ladder leading to the sun deck. 


35 EXT. UPPER SUN DECK - (PROCESS) - DAY 


Julia sits holding the book in her hand, not reading it, 
her mind far away. Giff saunters into the shot. It is 
his evident intention to speak to Julia, but he loses his 
nerve and edges away. She is left alone, not having 
noticed him. After a second he comes into the shot from 
the other direction. 


GIFF 
"Morning! They're selling tickets 
on the anchor pool down there... 


JULIA 
Oh? 


GIFF 
(embarrassed; 
fumbling) 
Yesee.e I thought you didn't notice. 
Maybe you want a ticket. I could 
get one for you... 


JULIA 
No, thanks. I'm not much of a gambler. 


GIFF 
Oh. 
(sudden thought) 
How about some soup. Nice and hot. 


JULIA 
I've had some. 


Searching desperately for a topic, Giff points to the 
large "P" on his sweater. 
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GIFF 
This is for Purdue. It's a college 
out in Indiana. Everybody thinks 
itts Princeton, but it's Purdue. 


JULIA 
(aware of. his efforts; 
with amusement) 
I see. Well, to answer your question: 
her name is Annette. She's going on 
eighteen, and I think she's very pretty 
COOe 


GIFF 
Well, now that you brought it up, I did 
kind of get off on the wrong foot with 
her. Last night when I asked her if I 
could have the deck chair next to hers, 
she said she'd rather stand all the way 
to New York. 


JULIA 
(warmly ) 
What's your name? 


GIFF 
Giff Rogers. Gifford is a family name. 
My mother said one of the kids had to 
be called Gifford. 


He sits confidentially on the deck chair next to hers, 


then, 


remembering his manners, jumps ub. 


GIFF 
I'm sorry. I always get friendly; 
pop off the bat. 


JULIA 
(pleasantly) 
Sit down. 
GIFF 


I'm on the tennis team. The Athletic 
Association shot us over to play Oxford. 
We didn't win a single match. 

(pushing the chair 

a little closer) 
Will she be at the dance tonight? 


JULIA 
She likes music well snough. 


Giff scrambles to his feet. 
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GIFF 
I'd better hurry and get my blue 
suit pressed! 


JULIA 
(with a beau- 
tiful smile) 
Still the same... young men hurrying 
to get their blue suits pressed... 


GIFF 
Mrs. Sturges, I bet I can count on 
you to put in a good word. 


Julia looks at him, looks at her book, opens it, flips 
a pages 


JULIA 
(reading) 
When I was one-and-twenty 
I heard a wise man say, 
"Give crowns and pounds and guineas 
But not your heart away; 
Give pearls away and rubies, 
But keep your fancy free." 
But I was one-and-twenty, 
No use to talk to me. 


When I was one-and-twenty 
I heard him say again, 
"The heart out of the bosom 
Was never given in vain; 
'Tis paid with sighs a-plenty 
And sold for endless rue..." 


GIFF 
(uneasily) 
That's pretty, but do you believe it? 


Julia looks at him a moment, slowly rises. 


JULIA 
I couldnit say for myself. But if I 
were a tennis player from Purdue, I 
wouldn't believe it -- not a single 
word. 


The camera pans her over to the ladder, which she descends, 
HAT. BOAT DECK - DAY 

As Julia reaches the last step, she stops momentarily at 
the sight of her husband. He is leaning nonchalantly 
against the rail. He wears flannel trousers and a trim 


blue jacket with gilt buttons. Julia approaches hin. 
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STURGES 
(gesturing towards 
the upper sun deck) 
A fine, healthy bumpkin. Are you 
breaking ground for Annette? 


JULIA 
(ignoring 
his remark) 
You're up early. 


She continues along the deck. He follows. The camera 
trucks in front of them. 


STURGES 
I had to seratch around for some- 
thing to wear. Not a bad shop. 
(with a gesture 
toward his 
shoes and tie) 
They have everything. 


JULIA 
(amused ) 
Dinner jackets too, I trust? 


STURGES 
(blithely ) 
Certainly. It'll be ready tonight. 
So, life can go on. 


LAP DISSOLVE TO: 
37 INT. A=-52/5y - DAY 


The cabin is in semidarkness. A wedge of sunlight, find~ 
ing its way around the edge of the curtain, reveals 
Annette still in bed. As her mother and father enter, 
she sits up and puts a pillow behind her. 


ANNETTE 
Oh dear, I thought you were a pot of 
coffee. 


Julia crosses and pushes the curtain wide, flooding the 
room with sunlight. 


JULIA 

It's eleven o'clock. A brand new 
day that's never been touched. 

(glancing into the 

other bedroom, where 

Norman's effects are 

strewn all about) 
Oh, that brother of yourst He never 
picks up anything. 
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SULLA (Cont) 
(as she enters and 
begins to sort 
out the items) 
Where is he? 


ANNETTE 
Where's my breakfast? I sent him to 
order it half an hour ago, 


She picks up a brush from a side table and begins to brush 
her hair. Sturges has been standing near Annette's open 
wardrobe trunk, which reveals an array of exquisite dresses 
for both day and evening wear. 


STURGES 
(picking up one) 
Beautiful! Lanvin? 
(without waiting for 
a reply, picks out 
another ) 
This one Lucille, I imagine. 
(glancing at 


the label) 
Yes, Your mother seems to have packed 
everything. 


INT. A-54 = DAY 


Julia, arranging Norman's things over a chair, turns -- 
an apprehensive look on her face. 


STURGES! VOICE 
Of course, some of them will be a 
little out of place in Mackinac... 


INT. A-52/5l. - DAY 


Annette is brushing her hair, still unaware of the slight 
edge in her father's voice, 


STURGES 
Still, plenty of practical things, 
too, This orown will do if you take 
the sash off. And one or two of these 
simpler ones. 


He moves to another trunk, containing accessories, and 
takes out an evening slipper. 


STURGES 
Charming -- to trip down a staircase 
at Versailles... What? Only high 
heels? You'll need something for 
walking. 
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Julia reappears in the door of the other cabin. She is 
clearly worried at the course the conversation is taking. 


STURGES 
Julia, as soon as you arrive, I think 
you should get her some of those flat 
shoes. They're called ground grip- 
pers, I believe. Shetll need a lot 
of things. 


ANNETTE 
That's a waste of money for just a 
short visit. 


STURGES 
Visit? 


The sly emphasis he gives the word is lost on Annette, be-~ 
cause Julia quickly intervenes, 


JULIA 
Let's not worry about wardrobe and 
shoes, Get up, Annette. 


STURGES 
As your mother has said, it's a brand 
new day that's never been touched. 


There is a knock on the door and Emma, the stewardess, en- 
ters with Annette's breakfast tray. Sturges crosses and 
takes it from her. 


STURGES 
Thank you, Emma. Those cheeks of 
yours bloom in the salt air, 


Emma giggles appreciatively and exits. Sturges crosses 
and places the tray across Annette's lap. 


STURGES 
May I bone your kipper, Mademoiselle? 


JULIA 
Why don't we clear out and let the 
child have her breakfast in peace. 


STURGES 
By all means. 


He doesn't make the slightest move to leave, however. 
With great deliberateness he starts to work on the kipper. 


STURGES | 
(out of the blue) 
Is today the eleventh or the twelfth? 
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ANNETTE 
The twelfth. 


STURGES 
With the time difference, they must 
just be sitting down to luncheon in 
that extraordinary room overlooking 
the fountains -- the dear, arthritic 
old Princess sitting under the finest 
crystal chandelier in Europe, and Mr. 
Paderewski complaining about the draft. 
And at the end of the table, one young 
man next to an empty chair, with a tear 
in his eye. A crystal tear, is my guess. 
What excuse did you give him, Annette? 


Julia, who has listened to the speech with mounting fear, 
gathers up her purse and tries to brush off the issue cas- 
ually. 


JULIA 
I dropped them a note, Let's go, 
Richard. 


Annette is finally drawn into her father's trap. 


ANNETTE 
What note? Was I. supposed to be 
somewhere? 


Sturges, realizing the success of his maneuver, blithely 
takes Julia's arm. 


STURGES 
It's perfectly all right if your 
mother explained to them. See you 
later, Annette. 


Annette puts the tray on the night table and sits up. 


ANNETTE 
Wait a minute, Explain it to me. 


JULIA 
(sharply) 
What's the difference, one party 
more or less. 


STURGES 
(judicial, but 
charming ) 
Now, Julia, a luncheon at the Metternichs 
is not exactly a wienie roast, 


( CONTINUED ) 


522 


304 
39 (Cont.2) 


ANNETTE 
(accusingly) 
Was there some reason, Mother, I 
wasn't told I was invited to the 
Metternichs? 


STURGES 
(Machiavelli) 
Now, Annette, your mother's a sensi- 
ble woman, She probably felt some- 
thing might come of it...some in- 
volvement with the young master. 


JULIA 
(dropping every 
attempt at evasion) 
I might as well be frank. I was 
afraid. He's an arrogant little 
toad. 


STURGES 
He does look a little like a toad, 
but he's a highly eligible toad. 
Not many young men are related to 
both the Metternichs and the 
Rothschilds. 


Annette throws off the coverlet and hastily slips into her 
dressing gown. As she does so, she blazes out at her mother. 


ANNETTE 
I don't think he looks in the least 
like a toad. And I don't see why we 
couldn't have left a week later. I'm 
sorry I'm not there, and I think it 
was mean of you} 


STURGES 
(still playing 
it cleverly) 
Annette, mind your manners, It wasn't 
a question of a week or two weeks. 
This was as good a way as any to bow 
out. 


ANNETTE 
(indignantly) 
Bow out? 


STURGES 
(rubbing it 
in adroitly) 
Yes, I'm afraid so, Adieu, great 
world. 


(CONTINUED) 
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JULIA 


(cutting in 
decisively) 


What your father is saying is that 
Itm taking vou home, For good, You 
might as well know it now, I'm not 
going to see an arranged marriage, 
I'm not going to see you jumping 
from party to party, from title to 
title, all the rest of your life, 


Annette eyes her mother from head to foot with cold, con- 
trolled anger, then quietly turns to her father, 


Father, 


ANNETTE 
I want to ask one question. 


Do you approve of this? 


STURGES 


Annette, I adore you, You know that. 


ANNETTE 
(pressing) 


Are you gcing to stay in Michigan 
for good? 


STURGES 


I'ma hopeless case -- far too old 
to alter my preferences now. 


ANNETTE 


When are you going back? 


STURGES 


On the next ship. 


ANNETTE 


Whenever you go, I go with you. As 
for you, Mother, I love you very much, 
but my address is Paris, France, 


She pushes past them into the bathroom, slamming the door, 
There is a moment of silence. Julia puts down her purse, 
sighs, Sturges calmly lights a cigarette. Julia doesn't 


glance his way; 


she wearily crosses the room, picks up the 


evening slipper discarded by Sturges, carefully places it 
in the rack in Annette's trunk. 


JULIA 
(resigned) 


Thank you, Richard. You were very 
helpful, Now you know why I was try- 
ing to steal a little extra time. 
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STURGES 
Please, Julia, let's not bicker, 
even, though there's no love lost 
between us. . 


JULIA 
That's the tragic part, Richard. 
There's been so much love lost be- 
tween uS. 


Bx 


Sturges looks at her coolly for a moment, then turns and 


exits. 


Lo INT. 


Sturges comes out, 


CORRIDOR LEADING TO STATEROOMS - DAY 


calls and hurries toward him, 


NORMAN 
(as he arrives) 
Hurry up} We have our first match 
at eleven-thirty. 


STURGES 
If it's not asking too much -- what 
match? 


NORMAN 
The shuffleboard tournament, I en- 
tered us -~ you and me. 


STURGES 
(whacking him 
on the back) 
Good$ We're the team to beat. 


They start off, 


From way down the corridor, Norman 


FADE OUT 
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39s 
FADE IN 
EXT. RoM.S. TITANIC (MINIATURE) - EVENING 


Brightly lighted from its portholes, it cuts through the 
water. 


INT. WHEELHOUSE - EVENING 


The entire bridge watch (senior officer, junior officer, 
two quartermasters, a messenger and a seaman) are on duty. 
The quartermaster stands before the wheel, the dimly illum- 
inated compass in front of him. On the wing of the bridge, 
Lightoller scans the horizon through his binoculars. 


The Captain enters the wheelhouse, glances at the compass, 
grunts, moves over and cursorily studies the log for a 
moment. Lightoller joins him from outside, 


CAPTAIN 

I'm going down to dress for dinner, 
LIGHTOLLER 

Yes, sir. 
CAPTAIN 


You'll alter course at ten o'clock. 

It's posted in the charthouse. 
(gesturing at log) 

What's this note -- "binoculars?" 


: LIGHTOLLER 
Yes, sir. That's Murdoch's writing. 
We're shy on binoculars. 


CAPTAIN 
Oh. How did that happen? 


LIGHTOLLER 
I don't know, sir. We have just 
enough for the bridge. The lookouts 
in the crow's nest are doing without. 


CAPTAIN 
Make out a requisition. We'll pick up 
some in New York. 


He exits. 
INT. TAILOR SHOP - EVENING 


It is one of the luxury shops off the vestibule at the 
main staircase landing. Sturges is standing in front of 
the triple mirror, in a perfectly tailored dinner jacket, 
black tie and ail. The manager stands by as the tailor 
confirms the fit. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Not far away, by a clothes rack, 
slicked up in a boy's blue suit. 
garments displayed on the rack. 


STURGES 
(to the tailor) 


It's very nice material. 


MANAGER 
(beaming) 


ho. 


stands Norman, very 
He is absorbed in the 


Yes, sir. It's a beautiful suit. 


STURGES .- 


I said it was nice material. 


(he turns) 


Norman, let's pick up our ladies. 


He walks a few steps. Norman has not followed; in fact, 


Norman has not even heard hin. 


STURGES 
(to the tailor) 


You did a fast job. Thank you. 


(again he turns; 


sur- 


prise in his voice) 


Norman! 


(receiving no reply, 

he moves over to Norman 

with a puzzled air) 
We'll be late for dinner. 


NORMAN 
Yes, sir. 


They cross towards the door. Suddenly Norman stops and 


almost blurts his next words: 


NORMAN 


Father, would it be ali right if I 
ate in the cabin tonight? 


STURGES 


(completely nonplussed) 


Don't be silly, Norman. 
at the Captain's table. 


NORMAN 


Wetre dining 


(with a stoic air) 
That's just it, sir. I'd feel out of 


place. 


STURGES 


IT knew there was something wrong 
with you. Now let's hear it. 
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NORMAN 
It's nothing, sir. 


He looks down at his suit, back at the rack, Sturges fol- 
lows his glance, slowly gets it. An amused and appreci- 
ative smile comes over his: face. He crosses to the rack, 
takes a pair of boy's long trousers from it and returns 

to Norman. 


STURGES 
Is this what's bothering you? 


NORMAN 
(almost apologetically) 
Look, father, there are two other boys 
on this ship. They're an inch shorter 
than I am, and they have long trousers. 


STURGES 

Norman, you're a worthless scamp. 
You've been growing behind my back$ 

(rumples the boy's hair, 

turns to the tailor) 
Mr. Wetzel, this is no way to let a 
young man walk out of your shop. It 
seems you'll have to put in some more 
overtime. 


MANAGER 
It's a pleasure, sir. 


Sturges turns to the boy, who is radiant with inarticulate 
gratitude. 


STURGES 
(gesturing towards 
the triple mirror) 
Your fitting, Mr. Sturges. 


As Norman jubilantly tears off his jacket and steps in 
front of the mirror, behind him, in the mirror, Sturges 
can be seen, He smiles proudly, exits. 


INT. A~52/5l. - NIGHT 


Both mother and daughter are in stunning dinner dresses. 
Annette stands in front of the mirror, putting the finish- 
ing touches to her costume. In the b.g. Julia is select- 
ing jewelry from her case. There is a tense silence be= 
tween the two. Annette is acutely aware of the tension. 
She makes an effort to break through to her mother. 


ANNETTE 
Mother, could you help me with this 
middle snap, please? If you're busy, 
I can ring for the stewardess. 


(CONTINUED) 
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JULIA 
(politely) 
That won't be necessary. 


She rises and quietly steps behind her daughter, undoes 
the misplaced snap and corrects it. Neither speaks a 
word. Annette wishes a word would come. 


ANNETTE 
I love those earrings on you. 


JULIA 
(turning back to 
jewel case) 
Thank you. 


ANNETTE 
(unhappily) 
Are we going to cross the entire ocean 
in polite silence? 


JULIA 
(wearily) 
Annette, I'd be glad to chatter like a 
magpie if I could think of a single word 
to saye 


There is a rap on the door. Sturges enters. 


STURGES 
Well, are we ready? 
(he stops suddenly 
at the sight of Julia) 
Julia’ You look very beautiful. 


JULIA 
Iim glad you're pleased. 


She crosses to pick up her evening cloak. 


STURGES 
(to Annette) 
Norman is at the tailor's shop. Will 
you pick him up? 


ANNETTE 
I don't want to walk into the dining 
room with him. 


STURGES 
Then you can trail at a respectful dis- 
tance. Wetil all meet at the Captain's 
table. 


Annette exits. Husband and wife are left alone together. 


(CONTINUED) 
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STURGES 
(in a conciliatory manner) 
Julia, I imagine that after a few hours 
we've reached the same conclusion. We 
seream, shout, hurt each other -- but 
we calm down, and things aren't so bad. 


JULIA 
They're never bad for you, Richard. 
You always win. 


STURGES 
I don't regard this as a victory. 
It's an adjustment. 


U3. 


He puts her cloak over her shoulders, goes and opens the 
cabin door to usher her out. Julia moves to the door, 
almost out of the cabin, when she suddenly turns, draw- 
ing the door shut. 


JULIA 
(facing him squarely) 

Before you go down and eat and drink, 
you'd better know how things are going 
to be. I've given up on Annette. Her 
standards will always be the chic club, 
the best table, the Royal Enclosure --= 
that's her decision. She's almost of 
age. But Norman is still a child. I'm 
not taking any chances with him. He's 


‘going to stay in America. 


STURGES 
(puzzled) 
Now wait a minute, Julia -- what's 
this all about? 


JULIA 

It should be perfectly clear. 

(hurls it at him) 
I'm not going to see Norman thrown 
away. He stays with me, and if you 
try to interfere, I'll be as common 
as you think I am. I'll fight tooth 
and nail. I'll go to the courts. 


STURGES é 
Could you be common in a slightly lower 
voice? 


JULIA 
I'll say it in any tone you want. I'll 
whisper its I'll write it down. But 
that's the way it's going to be. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Sturges sits down, 


STURGES 
You crazy woman. Youtre talking 
about the most important thing in 
my life! I have plans for Norman, 


JULIA 
What plans? That he should grow up 
to be you? 


STURGES 
(almost re- 
flectively) 
Perhaps. I'm satisfied. Is it so 
remarkable that I should want to 
have some hint, some portion of my- 
self survive? 


JULIA 

Some portion of what? Oh yes, I 
forgot: The best-dressed man of 
his day! That's what they're go- 
ing to write on your tombstonel 

(she pauses, 

almost out 

of breath) 
Well, that's all right for you -- 
but I won't have it for Norman. 
He stays with me. 


great calm. 


Sturges 


‘STURGES 
My dear Julia, I've been around 
enough bridge tables to recognize 
someone who is holding a high trump. 
Play it now, if you're going to. 


JULIA 
(moving 
toward 
the door) 
We can discuss it later. 


jumps up and seizes her by the wrist. 


STURGES 
(voice loud 
and commanding) 


(CONTINUED) 
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JULIA 
(with deadly calm) 
All right, Richard. One question first? 


STURGES 
(cutting her savagely) 
If it's about Norman, you know the an- 
swer., No court in this world, no power 
under heaven, will force me to give up 
my son! 


Julia surveys him quietly. 


JULIA 
(without a trace 
of theatricality) 
He is not your son. 


She turns and walks out of the cabin, leaving the door 
open. Sturges stands immobile, with his back to the 
camera. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
45 INT. THIRD CLASS RECREATION ROOM - NIGHT 


An impromptu guita-accordion musical group, made up of 
three emigrants, is playing a melodic folksong at one end 
of the room. Massed around them in a semicircle are two 
or three dozen steerage passengers. In the cleared space, 
the three Uzcadum children are dancing to the music. At 
the start of the second chorus, all the passengers join 
in the vocal, singing in their native tongues. The camera 
trucks back until the entire tableau, resembling a Bellows 
painting, is revealed. 


Apart from the group, at a bench in the foreground, sits 

a helpless and wretched figure -- Mrs. Uzcadum. She is 
wrestling with a problem far beyond her. In front of her 
lies her dictionary, her passport, an ink bottle and pen, 
and a stack of forms. Time and again she dips the pen in 
the ink bottle and endeavors to fill out the form, but can- 
not. Finally she gives up. With determination she collects 
the forms and, clutching them, walks out of the steerage, 
unnoticed by anyone. 


LAP DISSOLVE TO: 
6 INT. VESTIBULE OFF MAIN STAIRCASE - NIGHT 


To the left is the entrance to the dining room; to the 
right the shops, including the tailor shop. A few pas- 
sengers, who have finished dinner early, are having coffee 
at small tables scattered about. 


From below comes the reluctant figure of Mrs. Uzcadum, 
clutching the sheaf of papers. She glances around, 
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bewildered. She makes a move to speak to a passing steward 
but draws back timidly and stands peering in at the dining 
room. 


Through the swinging doors come Mrs. Young and the four 
college boys. She is wearing a handsome velvet evening 
gown and a lot of jewelry. Giff is wearing his blue suit. 
He looks unhappily back into the dining room. 


MRS. YOUNG 
That's what I like about a boat. You 
can eat all you want, and the vibration 
shakes it right off. 


As she pats her stomack comfortably, she suddenly looks 
off and frowns. 


Mrs. Uzcadum has approached a head steward, who is writing 
out a wine cheque. He glances up. 


STEWARD 
One moment. I'm busy. 


The camera pans with him as he starts towards a table. 
Mrs. Young blocks his way. 


. MRS. YOUNG 
Didn't you see that lady trying to 
say something? Are you fellows deef 
when somebody's not waving a ten- 
dollar bill? 


STEWARD 
I'm sorry. 


He turns and starts towards Mrs. Uzcadum and speaks ina 
superior voice - 


STEWARD 
There's something I can do for you, 
madame? 


Before Mrs. Uzcadum can phrase her question, Mrs. Young 
comes up from behind and brushes the steward aside. 


MRS. YOUNG 
Don't bother to talk to him. 
(to the steward) 
Go pluck a duck. 
(to Mrs. Uzcadum) 
What's the matter, honey? What do you 
want? 


MRS. UZCADUM 
Il me faut voir Monsieur Sturges. I1 
est tres important. 
Mrs. Young stares at her uncomprehendingly. 
(CONTINUED) 
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You're going to have to do better 
than that, sweetie. 


MRS. UZCADUM 
(struggling valiantly) 


Pour mes papiers -~ my papers. Got 
to sign by Mr. Sturges. Mes papiers. 
MRS. YOUNG 


Hey,, Purdue! 
Giff turns from the nearby college group. 


MRS. YOUNG 
(as he joins them) 
You've been to school. Untangle this. 


MRS. UZCADUM 

(showing her papers 

to Giff) 
It's like this way -- here form for 
embarking in Port of Disembarking, 
comprenez? This’ for Custom Inspector, 
oui? This for me. One daughter, two 
daughter, three daughter. Quarantine. 
All forms got to be signed by head of 
family. Comprenez? 


She has addressed this to a totally uncomprehending Giff. 


GIFF 
Nope. 


MRS. YOUNG 
(glancing at Giff) 
I got that far by myself. 
(turning back to 
Mrs. Uzcadum) 
Sweetie, you'lll have to go slower on 
the curves. 


MRS. UZCADUM 
(shaking her head 
helplessly) 
Please -- I must talk to Mr. Sturges. 


GIFF 
(pricking up his ears) 
Sturges! 


MRS. YOUNG 
Look, honey, whatever your problem, 
you can't see Mr. Sturges now. He's 
bellied up with the Captain. Try to 
grab him in the morning. 


(CONTINUED) 
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GIFF 
(interrupting, with 
a gleam in his eye) 
Horie. Tt, 11 go in and get him for 
you. No trouble at all, 


Without waiting for a reply, he hurries into the dining 
room. 


INT. FIRST CLASS DINING ROOM - NIGHT 


The camera trucks Giff to the Captaints table. There sit 
Captain Smith and, clockwise from him, Julia, Mr. Astor, 
Annette, Mr. Straus, Norman, Sandy Comstock, Mrs. Straus, 
Richard Sturges and Mrs. Astor. They are eating their 
last course and Sipping demitasses as they listen to 
Sandy. That is, all except Sturges. He is deeply oc- 
cupied with his own thoughts. 


SANDY 
All I propose, Mr, Straus, is a small 
game at small stakes, 


There is some laughter. 


SANDY 
Don't act as though I were working 
the banana boats, I prefer good 
bridge and poverty...Sounds rather 
like St. Francis, doesn't it? 


Giff, polite but determined, approaches Sturges's chair, 
waits for a timely moment, then bends to him, 


GIFF 
Excuse me, Mr. Sturges, there's some- 
One looking for you. 


Sturges doesn't even hear. Mrs. Astor touches his arm. 


MRS. ASTOR 
Richard, this young man -- 


Coming out of his deep preoccupation, Sturges turns to 
Giff. 


STURGES 
Yes? 

GIFF 
At the door there's a woman -- some 
name like Uzcadum. She's French, 1 
guess. 

STURGES 


(to Captain Smith) 
Will you excuse me for a moment , 
Captain? 


(CONTINUED) 
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He rises, but before he can leave, the Captain rises too 
and addresses everybody - 


CAPTAIN 
(a general dismissal) 
I believe wetre all finished. 


Everybody gets up, to a murmur of light conversation. 
Sturges moves away from the table and towards the vesti- 
bule, avoiding any glance at Julia or Norman, As soon 
as he is gone, Giff circles the table eagerly and arrives 
at Annette. 


GIFF 
Hello. Your mother said you might be 
going to the dance tonight. She and 
I got to be very good friends. 


Annette looks at him blankly. Julia turns. 


JULIA 
I'm afraid I forgot to mention you, Mr. 
Rogers. You!ll have to forgive me. 
My daughter and I were talking about 
Something else. 


Annette has looked from Giff to her mother. She speaks 
with unexpected pleasantness. 


ANNETTE 
If Mr. Rogers wants a dance, I'd be 
delighted. 

GIFF 


(rather incredulously) 
You would! 


ANNETTE 
The dance floor is this way, isn't it? 


She starts away, Giff catching up with her happily. Camera 


pans them toward the adjacent ballroom... 


GIFF 
(exuberantly) 
Say, this is great! Isn't that band 
Slicker than beets. Wait till you 
meet the other fellows! 


ANNETTE 
We're going to have one dance. 


Giff stops for a moment in bewilderment. Annette con- 
tinues to walk. 


GIFF 
(catching up with her) 
Just one? 


(CONTINUED) 
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ANNETTE 
(while walking) 
I was quite horrid to my mother today. 
If I can please her a little by dancing 
with you, as I said before, I'm de- 
lighted. 


She walks on. For a moment Giff is dumbfounded, but 
quickly catches up with her. 


GIFF 
O.K. What's the difference? If you 
get a good omelette, who cares whe ther 
the chicken likes you or not. 


Annette can't restrain a Slow smile at his exuberance, 
They enter - 


INT. BALLROOM AND DINING ROOM - NIGHT 


The ship's orchestra is playing "When Love is Young in 
Springtime." About thirty couples are dancing, young and 
old. On the couches at the side sit the onlookers, Giff 
leads Annette to the dance floor. Annette sweeps her 
train over her arm and they begin to dance. 


INT. VESTIBULE OFF MAIN STAIRCASE - NIGHT 


From the ballroom come the faint sounds of music. In the 
corner between two potted palms is a desk. At it is seated 
Mrs. Uzcadum. Sturges, holding her papers in his hand and 
a blotter, stands at her right. Mrs. Young can be seen in 
the background, glancing over the bulletin boards. 


STURGES 
(handing a paper 
to Mrs. Uzcadum) 
Keep going. Sign this too -- both 
copies. 


MRS. UZCADUM 


I still say not right to sign this. I 
am not head of family. You are instead. 


STURGES 
Please, Mrs. Uzcadum, do me a favor and 
stop worrying. 
As she continues to Sign, Sturges notices something o.s. 


EXT. PROMENADE DECK - POINT-OF-VIEW SHOT - NIGHT 


Julia can be seen walking past, wrapped in her fur cloak 
and her thoughts. 
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INT. VESTIBULE OFF THE MAIN STAIRCASE - NIGHT 


Preoccupied with the passing figure, Sturges makes a 
vague gesture towards Mrs. Uzcadum. 


STURGES 
(his voice trailing 
off) 
Now take the papers with you. [I'll 
send the purser tomorrow. 


The camera pans him towards the promenade deck. As he 
nears the door, Mrs, Young turns from the bulletin board 
and half blocks his way. 


MRS. YOUNG 
Say, we're getting together a bridge 
game. Sandy Comstock says you're a 
player from ‘way back. 


Sturges makes no attempt to answer, as he exits to the 
promenade deck, 


EXT. PROMENADE DECK - NIGHT 


Sturges comes out and looks around. He sees Julia far up 
towards the bow, staring out at the sea. He walks along 
the deserted deck, to his left, patches of moonlight; to 
his right, the silhouettes of dancers in the ballroom. 
Throughout the following scene there is a faraway waltz. 


As he comes up behind her, Julia turns to face him, with- 
out surprise, ; 


JULIA 
You need a topcoat, Richard, TItts 
grown very cold. 


STURGES 
(turning up his 
coat collar) 
Yes, it has. The Labrador Current. 


There is a moment of prolonged silence as they stare out 
to sea, 


STURGES 
I wonder if you'd tell me, Julia -- 
have I been the laughing stock of our 
friends all these years? Does every- 


body know? 
JULIA 

No one except you and fT... 
STURGES 


(smiling sardonically) 
Aren't you forgetting at least one 
other person? 
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JULIA 
No, not even he. I never saw him again. 


STURGES 
What very good manners! 


JULIA 
(forcing herself) 
There's no way for me to make it seem 
right. It happened after one of those 
endless rows and private humiliations, 
in the days before you made me over 
into your image. 


STURGES 
(reflectively) 
One of those summers we had the beach 
house... 


JULIA 
I left a party that night because I 
knew I'd cry if there was one more ref- 
erence to my gaucherie, to the dress 
I'd chosen to wear. On the beach by our 
cottage, there was a young man skipping 
stones across the water. He assured me 
he wasn't a burglar, and we began to talk. 
He said something admiring to me when I 
needed it most «- a pure, sweet, unso-~ 
licited compliment... I took his face in 
my hands and kissed him in gratitude... 
You needn't trouble yourself about who 
he was, except that he was a nicer 
person than you or I. 


A shiver runs through her. As she wraps herself tighter 
in her cloak, her purse drops from her hand to the deck at 
her feet. Sturges looks down at the purse, then at Julia. 
He makes no attempt to pick it up. He stands motionless, 
his hands in his pockets. Julia realizes that for Richard 
Sturges this represents the most final kind of rejection. 
She bends and recovers the purse. As she straightens and 
faces him again, there is a wan smile around her lips. 


JULIA 
I think I understand, Richard. 


STURGES 
From now on, Norman belongs to you. I 
will make no claim.. Both of you will 
be taken care of decently. However, I 
don't want to see him or hear from him 
or be remembered by him. 


JULIA 
Is that really necessary, Richard? 
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STURGES 
I'm afraid it is. As you've pointed 
out, Norman and I began as strangers, 
So be it. 


JULIA 
My poor Richard, how you hate me. And 
for the wrong reasons. Not because [ 
committed an offense against common 
decency, but because Norman is not an 
elegant extension of Richard Ward Sturges, 
For you, what happened isn't a mortal 
Sin -- it is an inexcusable breach of 
etiquette, 


STURGES 
Thank you, Julia. I stand reproved,. 


He turns on his heel and walks away. 
CLOSE SHOT - JULIA 


as she stands looking after him. 
. LAP DISSOLVE: 
INT. A-52/5 - NIGHT 


The cabins are in semidarkness, one night light burning, 
There is only the sound of the movement of the boat and 

the ocean outside, The berths are all made up. In the 

far cabin Julia's nightgown and Annette's are laid out; 

Sturges's pajamas are on his berth, his slippers beside 

them, Only Norman's berth is occupied; the boy is sound 
asleep, 


The door from the corridor opens and Sturges enters, With- 
out switching on the light, he puts down the collar of 

his dinner jacket. His mood is one of somber thoughtful- 
ness. Without glancing at Norman, he goes to the table 

and refills his cigarette case from a box of Turkish 
cigarettes, Suddenly his attention is attracted by sometning, 


On the pillow of his opened bed lies a slip of paper, He 
crosses over and, without touching the piece of paper, 
he looks down at it. It's in Norman's handwriting: 


Dad: 


Get plenty of shut-eye. 
Our next match 10:30 A.M, 


Your teammate 


Sturges stands staring at the. note. Slowly he looks over 
at the boy. There is infinite sadness in his face, “Tt is 
almost as if he were going to lean over and stroke the 
Sleeping boy's hair, but he freezes in the gesture. dis 
face hardens and, with an abrupt movement, he turns and 
leaves the cabin. As the door falls to, the boy stirs a 
little and turns to the other side, 
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INT. CORRIDOR LEADING TO THRE STATEROOMS - NIGHT 


Sturges hurries down the corridor, almost in flight. Emma, 
the stewardess, meets him, smiles and bows at him politely, 
but she stops, astounded at being completely ignored. 


INT. SMOKING ROOM - NIGHT 


Sturges strides in. Around a bridge table sit: Sandy 
Comstock, Mr. Straus, Mr. Guggenheim, and Mrs. Young. 
Behind Mrs. Young hovers a kibitzer: Meeker. In an arm- 
chair nearby sits Mrs. Straus, reading the Tatler. 


STURGES 
(to the players) 
I see you've got your game. 


SANDY 
And you're in it. Mr. Guggenheim has 
been keeping the seat warm. 


Guggenheim rises and turns over his hand to Sturges. 


GUGGENHEIM 
Two no trump. 
(pointing to Sandy) 
A heart bid from there. 


Sturges takes the hand and settles into the game as 
Guggenheim exits. : 


MRS. STRAUS 
(calling over 
to her husband) 
You can only play one more rubber, 
Mr. Straus. 


MEEKER 
(eagerly to Mr. Straus) 
Whenever you feel like stopping, I 
can take over, sir. 


None of the bridge players looks at him or answers him. 


MRS. STRAUS 
(playing ) 
My trick. 


They play on in silence, Meeker realizing that he's been 
snubbed. 


The camera trucks up to Sturges, who plays like a man who 
has found some anodyne. 


EXT. BOAT DECK - (PROCESS) - NIGHT 


It is still deserted. Up the ladder from below comes 
Julia, her face weary, drained of vitality. A chilly wind 
whips across the deck from seaward. She turns and slowly 


(CONTINUED) 
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starts forward. The camera pans with her for a few steps 
as she comes to an abrupt halt. 


On a stanchion, leaning against the No. h lifeboat, staring 
into the brilliantly starry sky, is George Healey. He is 
wearing an overcoat, but his head is bare. He is drunk , 
but there is nothing blurry about his Speech as he ad- 
dresses the stars, 


HEALEY 
Aldebaran, you lonely star! Look around 
at the others. The friendly Pleiades 
are better off. Seven of them. Wait, 
let me count. Answer up for roll call! 
They're never late: four - six - seven. 
Yes, all there! 


He turns to Julia and continues, as though not surprised 
at all to see her there. 


HEALEY 

Have you noticed, my dear lady, the 
stars are never late? 

(catching sight 

of her eyes) 
And they've made you CYY ooo 

(as she starts away) 
Or wasn't it the stars? 

(follows her) 
Yes, yes, I'm drunk. I'm always two 
things: drunk and helpful. 


JULIA 
I don't need any help. 


HEALEY 
Then you are very, very unique. 
(correcting himself, 
dashirngly) 
"Very unique" -- a grammatical error! 
"Unique" stands by itself. 


Julia walks away from him. 


There is a stumbling sound behind her. She turns back, 
to find Healey slumped against a lifeboat davit. 


JULIA 
(coming up to him) 
Are you hurt? 


HEALEY 


I'm all right, if you would be so kind 
as to point me towards the bar. 
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JULIA 
(firmly) 
You're going to your cabin, What 
number is it? 


HEALEY 
My dear, unique lady, I am going to 
the bar... 

JULIA 


No, you're not. Where's the key to 
your cabin? 


He gives it to her, They start off, Julia holding him 
by the arm. 


INT. HEALEY'S CABIN - Wide 


The room is dark; there is the sound of tz Seople ap- 
proaching, of a key inserted in the lock, The door is... 


opened by Julia, and she turns on the light. Healev 
“makes for the chair and slumps into it, at the end of 


/ 


his strength, 


JULIA yy 
I'll send the ship's doctor, 


Se 
ee gtd 200 


Let him sleep. I've got some spirits 
of ammonia. for 


fees. 
He leans over to his open bag which, up till now, has ie 
been unpacked, starts fumbling among the contents. 


*S  aUTETA 
Sit back, oh 


Healey leans back, his eyes half closed, 


Julia begins to look through the travelling bag. She 
takes an object out, stares at it. 


It is a breviary, with the conventional ecclesiastical 
stole used as a bookmark. On the cover is the name: 
Rev. George S. Healey. 


Julia looks at it in bewilderment, glances towards Healey, 
puts the book back in the suitcase, rummages until she 
finds the bottle of medicine, She stands up and crosse 
to the night table. Now her face, averted from Healey, 
betrays her astonishment at her Strange discovery in the 
suitcase. She opens the bottle, pours a little of its 
content in the giass on the bedside table, adds some water 
from the carafe, moves over and hands it to Healey, 


JULIA 


Take this. Good night. : 
(CONTINUED) 
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INT, HEALEY'S CABIN - NIGHT 


The room is almost dark; there is only a small lamp on 
the night table burning, There is the sound of two 
people approaching, of a key inserted in the lock, The 
door is opened by Julia, Healey makes for the chair and 
slumps into it, His legs have given way, but his spirit 
is still vivid. 


JULIA 
It'll send the ship's doctor, 


HEALEY 
(lightly) 
Let him sleep. I've got some spirits 
of ammonia, 


He leans over to his open bag which, up till now, has not 
been unpacked, starts fumbling among the contents. 


JULIA 
Sit back, 


Healey leans back, his eyes half closed, Julia begins to 
look through the travelling bag. She takes an object out, 
Stares at it: 


It is a breviary, with the conventional ecclesiastical 
Stole used as a bookmark, On the cover is the name: 
Rev. George S, Healey, 


Julia looks at it in bewilderment, glances toward Healey, 
puts the book back in the suitcase, rummages until she 
finds the bottle of medicine, She stands up and crosses 
to the night table, Now her face, averted from Healey, 
betrays her astonishment at her strange discovery in the 
Suitcase, She opens the bottle, pours a little of its 
content in the glass on the bedside table, adds some 
water from the carafe, moves over and hands it to Healey, 


JULIA 
Take this, Good night, 


She crosses to the doorway and is about to leave, when 
Healey half turns and addresses her over his shoulder, 


HEALEY 
Thank you for being so generous. 


JULIA 
That's all right. Just go to bed, 


( CONTINUED) 
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HEALEY 
You know what I mean, Thank you for 
not mentioning my strange luggage, 


Since he has brought the subject up, Julia moves over 
toward him, half puzzled, 


JULIA 
Are you a minister? 
HEALEY 
A priest -- or, rather, I was until 


last week, At three o'clock, on 
April the eighth -- 

(a sardonic repetition 

of remembered words ) 
-- my priviieges, my duties as a 
Servant of God, were formally terminated, 

(indicating a bottle of 

whiskey on the cupboard) 
It was this, 

{turning to her) 
Do you know why I started -- or at least 
the reason I gave myself? ,.. A priest 
in a slum perish has to face all the 
sadness of the world, He needs support, 
So I leaned on a littie Hennessey's, 
Just a little at first, People said, 
"It's only natural -- the young father 
has a bad cold." But it got so I used 
to have those colds in the middle of 
July -- lots of them ... I can hear the 
Bishop now: "Do you prefer that stuff 
to your God?" ,,, Well, God and I knew 
better, but I couldn't stop because I 
had a private devil all my own.... In 
Rome, they were very kind -- but they 
were very final, I was sacked, and 
prayed for, and sent off the next morning. 

(crosses to the writing 

desk, where there is a pad 

of Marconigram blanks ) 
How do I cover that in ten words in a 
wireless -- to a family who loved me, 
Sacrificed for me? 

(he locks up, suddeniy 

realizing he is not alone 

in the room) 
You see, my dear lady, you are not the 
only one who walks in trouble, Good 
night, 


Julia leaves, closing the dnoc-, 


a, 
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She crosses to the doorway and is about to leave, when 
Healey half turns and addresses her over his shoulder, 


HEALEY 
Thank you for being so generous, 


JULIA 
That's all right. Just go to bed. 


HEALEY 
You know what I mean. Thank you for 
not mentioning my strange luggage, 


Since he ‘has brought the subject up, Julia moves over 
toward him, half puzzled, 
\ 
JULIA ‘ 
Are you a minister? 


wae 


HEALEY 

A priest -- or, rather, I was until 
last week, At three o'clock, on 
April the eighth -- 

(a sardonic repetition 

of remembered words) 
-- my privileges, my duties as a serv- 
ant of God, were formally terminated. 

(indicating a bottle 

of whiskey on the cup- 

board) 
It was this. 

(turning to her) 
Do you know why I started - or at least 
the reason I gave myself? ... A priest 
in a slum parish has to face all the 
sadness of the world. He needs support. 
So I leaned on a little Hennessey's, 
Just a little at first. People said, 
"It's only natural -- the young father 
has a bad cold." But it got so I used 
to nave those colds in the middle of 
July -- lots of them... I can hear the 
Bishop now: "Do you prefer that stuff 
to your God?"..,. Well, God and I knew 
better, but I couldn't stop because I 
had a private devil -- all my own. 


JULIA 
You couid have taken a rest, gone to 
some farm -- 


HEALEY 
It was too late then. In Rome, they 
were very kind -- but they were very 


Pinal. I was sacked, and prayed for, 
and sent off the next morning. 
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HEALEY (Cont.) 
(crosses to the 
writing desk, where 
there is a pad of 
marconigram blanks) ; 
How do I cover that in ten easy words 
. in a wireless -- to a family who loved 
me -- sacrificed for me? 7 
8 (drops the pad) a 
Let's postpone the problem and have 
a drink. a 


Julia makes a gesture of refusal. 


-. HEALEY 
Don't be afraid. All it can do is 
kill you. You won't be summoned 
to Rome. 


He takes a drink,’ 
a JULIA 
Pléase don't. 


ra 
al 


HA Lig 
’ (pouring another) 
v Now? Why not? 
. (he drinks it) 
va You see, my dear lady, you are not 


ae the only one who walks in trouble, 


Good night. 


Julia leaves, closing the door. 


sa a AE we LAREN ER ey op cet g 


INT. THE MARCONI ROOM - NIGHT 


53. 


x 
4 


a 


In the b.g. Phillips is asleep on a couch, Bride sits 


Stamping the time of receivt on a stack of Marconigrams 
his earphones hung on the chair behind him, Suddenly 


there is the sound of an incoming message. Bride 


} 


casually puts on the earphones, slides over to a tyos~ 


writer and begins to record it. As he types, the 
camera moves up close and holds on the message: 


CAPTAIN SMITH, TITANIC: 

WESTBOUND STEAMERS REPORT PASSING 
ICEBERGS, GROWLERS AND FIELD-ICE 

IN LATITUDE 41051! N, LONGITUDE 19° 
52' W. PLEASE RELAY TO ALL STEAMERS 


IN YOUR VICINITY. WISH YOU AND TITANIC 


SUCCESS. COMMANDER, S.S. BALTIC, 


PADE 


OUT 


522 


59 


60 


61 


BGs 
FADE IN 
EXT. OPEN OCEAN (MINIATURE) - DAY 


The chill morning sun glazes a calm, flat sea, The 
Titanic cuts swiftly through the water. 


INT. OFFICERS! MESS - DAY 


ShHarts of Sunlight flood the breakfast table. Two 
stewards noiselessly serve Lightoller and Murdoch, A 
junior officer enters from outside, carrying the ship's 
bulletin, He hangs up his hat, sits at the table. 


JUNIOR OFFICER 

‘Morning, chaps, 

(throwing down 

the bulletin) 
Sunday press. Manchester City beat 
Sheffield, four to nothing, 

(to steward) 
Stewed prunes. Eggs, three minutes, 


MURDOCH 
How's topside? That bridge game 
still going on in the lounge? 


JUNIOR OFFICER 
(nodding) 
I don't think they're ever going to 
stope 


Lightoller climbs to his feet, gets his hat, 


LIGHTOLLER 
Time to relieve Chief, 
(slapping junior 
officer on shoulder) 
Be careful of that coffee, It can 
Stand up and walk, 


He exits, 
INT. WHEELHOUSE - DAY 


The full watch section is on duty, Lightoller enters, 
crosses to Wilde, 


LIGHTOLLER 
"Morning, Number One. Ready to 
relieve, 

WILDE 


Steering two-six-one, Making twenty- 
one knots, 


LIGHTOLLER 
Twenty-one§ Who ordered the increase? 
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WILDE 
The Captain. 


Without further comment, Wilde exits, Lightoller stands 
for a moment, digesting the information, A Slight shadow 
passes over his face, He crosses, takes his binoculars 
out of the rack, starts to polish the lenses with a cloth, 
stops abruptly and scowls, He reaches a decision, puts 
the glasses down and turns to the nearby junior officer, 


LIGHTOLLER 
(strangely pre- 
occupied) 
Take over, I'll be amidships. 


He exits, 
INT. BALLROOM ~ DAY 


Sunday morning service igs one The platform where the 
orchestra played the previous night has been converted 
into a small rostrum, with a lectern, There are simple 
flowers on either side, The gilt chairs are drawn uD 
in rows facing it, 


The congregation, consisting of about a hundred and fifty 
beople, is singing "Holy, Holy; Holy." The camera reveais 
the following indiscriminate groupings: Mr. and Mrs, 
Astor; the stewardess, Emma, with other stewardesses; a 
few deck hands; Julia, Annette and Norman; a few members 
of the orchestra, 


Lightoller enters from the promenade deck and remains 
waiting, cap in hand, He looks in the direction of the 
rostrum, where the Captain stands, 


The hymn ends and the Captain moves to the lectern and 
gives the final benediction. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
The Lord bless us and keep us. The 
‘Lord make His face to shine upon us, 
and be gracious unto us. The Lord 
lift up His countenance upon US, and 
give us peace, both now and evermore, 
Amen, 


As the congregation slowly begins to break up, Lightoller 
threads his way through the crowd to the Captain. As he 
arrives, the Captain is shaking hands with Mr. and Mrs. 
Astor. Sighting Lightoller, the Cantain turns and takes 
a half step up to hin. 


LIGHTOLLER 
Excuse me, sir, Therets an iceberg 
warning posted in the charthouse.} 
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CAPTAIN SMITH 
I know. I put it there. 


LIGHTOLLER 
I just wondered about our Speed, sir... 


The Captain swings him around to face the Astors. 


CAPTAIN 
(to the Astors, genially) 
I'd like you to meet Mr. Lightoller. 
He's worried about our STDs. 


The Astors smile, 


LIGHTOLLER 
(embarrassed) 
Not worried, sir... 


CAPTAIN 
I had a man like Lightoller in the old 
days, He was always afraid we had too 
much sail, But the wind never treated 
us badly. 
(with a dismissive gesture) 
I like your spirit. 


LIGHTOLLER 
(smiling) 
Yes, sir. 


He moves away, The camera travels with him towards the 
exit. He passes the three Sturgeses. Camera holds on 
then. 


NORMAN 
All right if I skip now, Mother? 
Big match coming UP o 


Before Julia can nod, he hurries away. 
INT. SMOKING ROOM - DAY 


Norman enters, looks around and moves over towards the 
bridge table. 


A cloud of smoke hangs above it. The players are Sturges 
and Sandy, who sit in shirtsleeves and vest; Mrs. Young, 
dressed as she was the night before; the fourth -- Mr» 
Widener, in business suit, Meeker kibitzes from nearby. 
A serving table holds the remnants of coffee, sandwiches 
and sweet rolls, water glasses, etc. 


STURGES 
I believe that's your trick, Widener, 
Are you leaving it there to hatch? 
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WIDENER 
Sorry, Sturges. I'm knocked out, 


As they continue to play, Norman comes up to the table, 


NORMAN 
It's almost ten-thirty, father. We 
should have a warm-up. This may be 
a tough match, 


Sturges doesn't look Up, stares at his card, answers 
coldly. 


STURGES 
You'll have to find someone else, 
Norman. Itm busy. 


Norman is embarrassed and hurt at the abruptness of the 
reply. 


NORMAN 
Yes, sir. 


He backs away. 


The players finish the hand, Sandy puts it down on the 
score pad. 


SANDY 
An even hundred rubber. 


WIDENER 
(pushing back his 
chair) 
That's enough for me. 


MRS. YOUNG 
Well, I guess it's time for us all 
to quit. 


STURGES 
(peremptorily) 
I see no reason for stopping. We'lll 
get a fourth. 


MEEKER 
I'd be glad to fill in, Mr. Sturges, 
if it's all right with everybody... 


Sturges eyes him, glances around the empty room. 
STURGES 
(evenly) 


Please do. 
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Meeker quickly moves into the chair vacated by Widener. 


MEEKER 
(ingratiatingly) 
The name is Meeker -- Farl Meeker. 


Nobody answers this introduction. Sturges deals. 


MRS. YOUNG 
All right. Let's get more coffee 
and double the stakes. 


Widener, who has been straightening his tie, leans over 
Sandy. 


WIDENER 
What do I owe? 


STURGES 
(dismissing him) 
We'll let you know. 


Widener leaves. The camera panning with him picks up 
Norman, standing stubbornly a few feet away. 


The deal completed, the players pick up their cards. 


STURGES 
(without bothering 
to arrange his cards) 
A spade. 


Norman moves closer. 


NORMAN 
Excuse me, father. If you're busy; 
maybe I could have the match post- 
poned till this afternoon. 


STURGES 
(turning on 
him sharply) 
I'm not interested in the match, I 
told you, Norman. Find someone else. 


Completely bewildered, almost on the verge of tears, the 
boy mutters "Yes, sir" and leaves. 


STURGES 
Bidding is in order, Mrs. Young. 


MRS. YOUNG 
Two hearts. 
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MRS. YOUNG (Cont. ) 

(suddenly glancing in 

the direction of 

Norman's exit) 
He really clouded UP e 

(shrugging) 
Well, a word will do it faster than 
a@ hickory stick. 


Sturges completely ignores her remark, addresses Sandy. 


STURGES 
My spade, two hearts, your call. 


EXT. PROMENADE DECK - DAY 


The long row of deck chairs is filled with passengers, 
dozing and reading. They are wrapped in steamer rugs. 
A fourth-day languor hangs over the Zroup. 


Down the deck strolls Giff Rogers, wearing a topcoat, a 
hounds-tooth cap, and smoking his pipe. He breaks stride 
Slightly as he passes Annette's deck chair. She is read- 
ing the ship's bulletin. Girf removes his pipe and bows 
stiffly. 


GIFF 
"Morning. 


ANNETTE 
Hello. 


The last syllable is on his back as he has moved down 
the deck. He continues aft, climbs the ladder to the 
boat deck. 


Annette looks after him, tries to concentrate on reading 
her bulletin. After a moment, a slight frown on her face, 
she puts the paper down, rises and follows Giff. 


EAT. BOAT DECK + DAY 


Giff stands at the rail, knocking the ashes from his 
pipe. Annette appears from below and walks up to him. 
In the background the other college boys stand talking 
to a junior officer. 


ANNETTE 
(tentatively) 
I guess it's of no importance, but I 
want to tell you something about last 
night. 
GIFF 
No need to. You danced with me four 
times. It's more than I figured on. 
(CONTINUED ) 
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ANNETTE 
No. I mean the way I walked off with- 
out saying anything. It wasn't very 
adult, and I believe in being adult. 


GIFF 
Forget it. You did your bit. Only 
I kind of thought you were having a 
good time. 


ANNETTE 
To be frank, I was. 


GIFF 
(aggressively) 
So you left me standing right in the 
middle of the floor. 


ANNETTE 
(with the terrible 
gravity of youth) 
That's just it. I didn't know what 
to do when the orchestra started play- 
ing that funny dance. What do they 
call it? 


GIFF 
The Navajo Rag} 


ANNETTE 
That's the one. I'd never heard it 
before... 


GIFF 
Never heard it? That's the hottest 
jig the kids do. 


ANNETTE 
Yes, I noticed those girls with your 
friends. 
(fumbling) 
They seemed to -- well - shake auto- 
matically. Especially the pretty one 
with the dark hair, 


GIFF 
(strikes his forehead) 
The Navajo Rag! Where have you been? 
Locked up in some art gallery? The 
dark-haired one -~- shets a glue-foot. 
Here -= can you do this? 
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He starts to clap his hands in rhythm. Tentatively, 
Annette starts beating out the rhythm, too. When she 
is doing it well enough, Giff starts to sing and dance 


the Navajo Rag. After a few bars, he includes her in 
the dance. 


The other college boys become aware of the two. One 
of them takes out a mouth organ, leans against the rail 
and plays the tune. 
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Later the boys begin clapping out the rhythm. Annette 
has begun to enjoy the experience thoroughly but sudden- 
ly becomes aware of the other boys and stops. 


ANNETTE 

(with charming 

formality) 
If we're going to be stared at, I 
think we should do this to real music. 
Whenever there's another dance, will 
you ask me? Goodbye, gentlemen. 'Bye, 
GLE. 


Giff stands watching her as she walks away. He turns to 
his friends; his eyes light up. He tears off his cap 
and exuberantly tosses it over the rail. 


EXT. OPEN SEA - (MINIATURE) - DAY 

Giff's cap, as it falls to the calm surface of the sea. 
The camera pans across the gentle swell from the boat 
and holds on a small chunk of white ice which is riding 
low in the water. It is not much bigger than the cap. 


DISSOLVE TO: 
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As they begin to play, he rises, crosses to a console, 
where Harry, a second steward, has laid out a towel, a 
pot with hot water, a shaving kit, and a portable shaving 
mirror. 


STURGES 
(to Harry) 
Water still hot? 


HARRY 
Just brought it, sir. 


He leaves. Without comment, Sturges pours some hot water 
into the shaving mug and starts working up a lather. He 
turns to the mirror and begins applying it to nis face. 
He stops momentarily as he catches sight of something in 
the mirror, frowns, then stoically continues lathering 
himself. 


In the opposite corner of the smoking room, a woman rises 
from a deep chair. Only as she moves into the lighted 
area around the shaving mirror is her identity clear. It 
is Julia, wearing a simple dinner dress. 


STURGES 
(without turning; 
as he shaves) 
Is it necessary to lurk in dark 
corners? 


JULIA 

I've come to ask you to have dinner 
with the children. 

(slight pause) 
What I really mean is --- have dinner 
with Norman. Oh, don't worry, you 
won't have to put up with me. I'1il 
eat in the cabin. 


Sturges continues to shave, giving no sign that he has 
heard anything she's said. 


JULIA 
Please, Richard, don't take it out 
on him. He'ts too young to be 
slapped in the face without any 
explanation. 


STURGES 


(evenly) 
Then give him the explanation. 


(CONTINUED) 
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as it cuts westward through the sea. 


66 INT. SMOKING ROOM - EVENING 


The game is still on. The bridge players, by virtue of 
being there so long, have turned the place into a private 
domain, Around the table are: Sturges, his collar wilted, 
a little stubble on his distinguished face; Meeker, sweat- 
ing and chewing at his cigar; Sandy, not as peppy as be- 
fore; Mrs. Young, a sandwich and beer beside her, taking 
the marathon in stride. 


MRS. YOUNG 
Three spades, 

MEEKER 
Double, 

STURGES 
Content. 


A steward comes from outside with a muted bugle, on which 
he pipes "The Roast Beef of Old England." As he leaves: 


STURGES 
{ annoyed) 
Why do the British find it necessary 
to announce dinner as if it were a 
cavalry charge? 


SANDY 
(wearily) 
Shall we break? 


MEEKER 
(in violent protest) 
Just when I'm getting some good cards? 


STURGES 
Your grief has been noted. We'll 
break later. 


SANDY 
That's what you said about luncheon. 


MRS. YOUNG 
(biting into 
her sandwich) 
When we dock, I'm going to be one 
long loaf of lLiverwurst. 


STURGES 
{as he fans out his 
cards on the table) 
Not much, partner. 
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JULIA 
(on the verge of 
breaking down) 
Richard, you can't mean that. It 
doesn't concern him, It's an issue 
between you and me. Norman adores you 
-- you're the man he's loved since the 
moment he opened his eyes, Can't you, 
for the few days that wetre all to- 
gether, at least show him the courtesy 
you'd show a -- a headwaiter. 


Sturges puts down his razor, calmly turns and faces her, 


STURGES 
I'm sorry, Julia. You're asking me to 
do something which involves character, 
As you have pointed out, I am not a 
man of character. 


JULIA 
Please, Richard, please} 


STURGES 
(brusquely; as he turns 
; back to the mirror) 
You're in my light, Julia. 


It is the most complete kind of dismissal. Simultaneously, 
Mrs. Young's voice comes from the bridge table. 


MRS. YOUNG 
We made it, partner! Three spades 
doubled, 

STURGES 


(half turns) 
Well, aren't we the lucky ones! 


Completely defeated, Julia finds her way from the room, 


LAP DISSOLVE: 


67 INT. MARCONI ROOM = NIGHT 


Bride is keying an outgoing message, He is an obviously 
overworked young man, To right and left of him are piled 
stacks of marconigrams - some to be sent out, some to be 
delivered. 


The outer door opens and George Healey enters. His 
appearance and bearing are greatly changed: his eyes are 
clear, his hands steady. He is carrying a marconigram 
form. Quietly he steps to the counter, puts it down, 
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BRIDE 
(Looking up) 


HEALEY 
I want this sent off. 


BRIDE 
Just a second. 


He completes the message he's sending, 
to the counter, 


THALEY 


{Us 


gets up and moves 


Can you tell me when it'll reach 


Boston? 


BRIDE 
(as he takes the 
marconigram, begins 
to count the words) 


Seven or eight hours. We've got a 
lot of traffic going out. Seems like 
when we get to New York, everybody's 


planning to have a -- party -- 


The words freeze on his lips as he becomes aware of the 
contents of Healey's message. Involuntarily he stares 
at Healey for a second and then he awkwardly repeats: 


BRIDE 


Yeah -- seven or eight hours -- 


HEALEY 
(after a pause; 
quietly) 
That's soon enough, I guess. 


Neither he nor Bride notices that Officer Ligntoller 


e 
has sntered. 


ing in the background. 


BRIDs 


b 
in 
by 

03 
io) 
6 


ey nods and exits As 
down a marconigram he is carrying. 


oi 
@ 
rf 
ae 


LIGHTOLLER 
(with a trace of 
annoyance ) 


29 


ightoller, as he sees that Bride is busy, stands 
iti 


Shall I bill it 


scon as he is out, Ligntoller 
ao 
> 


What time did this message come in? 


jo) 
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BRIDE 
I think Phillips handled it, sir. 
He's having dinner. 


LIGHTOLLER 
Check your log. There's a mix-up. 
(while Bride 
does so) 
Last night we got an iceberg warning 
from the Baltic. Half an hour ago, 
this one from the Caronia was delivered, 


BRIDE 
(finding the entry 
in the log) 
That's right. It came in at seven- 
forty. 


LIGHTOLLER 
(sharply) 
But it's dated April twelfth -- two 
days ago. Why the delay? 


BRIDE 
I don't know, sir. Something to do 
with transmission. We got it half 
an hour ago and sent it straight to 
the bridge, 


Lightoller looks at the message with a frown and exits. 
IND. WHEELHOUSE - NIGHT 


The quartermaster stands immobile at the wheel, Lightolier 
enters and crosses to the Captain, who is scanning the 
dark horizon, 


LICHTOLLER 
{pointing to the 
Caronia marconigram) 
Held up at the other end, sir. 


The Captain takes the message, studies it again, turns to 
enter the charthouse, Lightoller following. He pauses an 
instant to look out at the dark sea. 

POINT OF VIEW SHOT ~ (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 

The ocean, stretching cold and inscrutable, 

INT. CHARTHOUSE - NIGHT 

Officer Wilde sits at the chart table, plotting tne ship's 


position. As the Captain enters he greets him with camara- 
derie. 
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CAPTAIN SMITH 
Hello, Chief. Thought you'd be at 


dinner, 


WILDE 
(looks up, 
smiling) 
Finished, a 


The Captain moves up tc the chart table, 


Wilde 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
Where's your plot on that iceberg 
reported by ths Beltic? 


WILDE 
Right here, sir -- ahéad and slightly 
north of our track, We should sight 
it about eight in the morning. 


OAPTATN SMITH 


Here's another report from the Caronia. 


Plot it in. 


WILDE 
Forty-two north, Porty-nines-rifcy 
west. 
(gesturing to 


the chart) 
That should put it up hers, sir. 
L IGHTOLLER 
(quickly intruding) 
But the Caronia report was Piled two 
days ago. 
nods, studies ths chart a momenb and Loe 
WILDE 
(judicicusly) 
That's about ecaih th 
southerly drif A large 


could have ea down 
where the Baltic sighte 

(turns to Capta; 
Do you want to alter c 


y 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(turning to 
Lightolier) 

What's the wsather forecasts? 


WILDE 
Clear and calm. 
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CAPTAIN SMITH 

{to Wilde, after a 

‘moment's deliberation) 
No, I don't think so. Stay on your 
present heading. I'll be on the 
bridge during the morning watch. 
Shouldn't be too hard to spot it in 
daylight. 


He exits, Wilde picks up the intercom phone, presses a 
button. 


WILDE 
(into phone) 
Mr. Murdoch, I thought I'd let you 
know,.. The Captain will take the 
morning watch. Night order book, 
as is. 


He hangs up and turns to face Lightoller, who has been 
brooding over the chart. 


LIGHTOLLER 
Are we going to stay at twenty-two 
knots? 

WILDE 


Why not? At thirty knots we couldn't 
reach that berg before daylight. 


Lightoller bends over the table, picks up the marconigram 
from the Caronia,. 


LIGHTOLLER 
That's true. Not this one, 


With his other hand he takes the Baltic report from the 
bulletin board. He weighs one in each hand, 


LIGHT OLLER 
But what if these are two different 
icebergs? 


Turning, he realizes he nas spoken to the empty room. 
Wilde has left. 


70 OUT 
(ee INI. SMOKING ROOM - NIGHT 
Sturges, shaved and his tie knotted again, Mrs, Young, 


Meeker and Sandy, sit silent and absorbed in their game. 
The only sound is the fall of the cards. 
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The Captain enters, strolls up to the table, He watches 
for a moment in amusement, then moves on. The players are 
so absorbed in their game they don't notice either his 
arrival or devarture. 


INT. VESTIBULE - NIGHT 


Around the vestibule piano, a group of youngsters on board 
have gathered for a sing. They are dressed in their day 
clothes, Two of the collegians are playing "Lord Jeffrey 
Amherst," four-handed, while the young people sing it. 


The Captain enters, smiles appreciatively, and in a mood 
of relaxation, slumps in one of the lounge chairs, takes 
out tobacco and paper and rolls a cigarette as he listens. 


They continue singing. Giff, next to Annette, slides his 
arm around her casually. She gives him a quick smile. 

As the singing continues, she is completely a part of the 
young group. 


INT. CORNER NUMBER FOUR BOILER ROOM - (PROCESS) ~- NIGHT 


With aimost the same rhythm as the song, a sweating stoker 
shovels coal into the furnace, 


INT. CORNER OF SHAFT TUNNEL - (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 


In the lonely dimmess, two giant shafts leading to the 
propellors whirl: in swift monotony. 


UNDERWATER SHOT - (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 


Outside the hull, the powerful prcpellor blades churn up 
a frenzied underwater wake. There is a furious sound of 
agitated water. 


The camera holds for a moment, draws back to reveal the 
underwater lines of the ship's stern, then begins to pan 
swiftly the length of the underwater hull, through water 
reflecting from above the brilliant lights from hundreds 
of portholes. 


The camera swiftly passes the bow. The water suddenly is 
murky, the sound of the propellors diminished. The 
camera pans on and on -- all sound and light is left bde-~ 
hind. The eerie underwater journey becomes unsndurabie 
to the nerves. 


Suddenly, the camera stops, Slowly, silently menacing, 
the enormous underwater mass of an iceberg swims into 
the field of the camera, which moves forward past a 
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lethal-looking spur of white ice and breaks the surface, 
There, wnder the still stars, towering up in crystal 
innacles, is the abvove-water portion of the iceberg. 


EXT. R.M.S. TITANIC - (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 


The ship cuts through the dark night. 


LAP DISSOLVE TO: 


EXT. THE CROW'S NEST - (PROCESS) - NIGHT 


Symon: and Devlin are on station, 


DEVLIN 
(half turning) 
We should be seeing gulls by morn- 
ing. The birds of the Grand Banks 
are fair filled with courage. 


IND, THE WHEELHOUSE - NIGHT 


Officer Murdcch walks out on the wing of the bridge, 
paces silently in the darkness. 


INT, SHAFT TUNNEL - (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 


The steel shafts whirl noisily as they drive the ship 
forward, 


INT, THE SMOKING ROOM - NIGHT 


’ 


The bridge game continues, in the distance the singing 
of the young people, 


MRS. YOUNG 
{playing 
a card) 
Over-trumped. Never send a baby 
to buy the beer, 


522 


81 


A-81 


82 


83 


84 


7 Os 


INT. VESTIBULE - NIGHT 


The youngsters have changed to "High Above Cayuga's 
Waters." The Captain still sits enjoying the informal 
concert. Giff quietly guides Annette around the piano, 
as if to get a better spot for harmony. Instead, they 
move toward an archway opening on the dark and deserted 
ballroom. 


ENTRANCE TO BALLROOM - NIGHT 


Giff and Annette face each other. Their conversation is 
the mumbled, halting fill-in of youngsters discovering 
love. 


ANNETTE 
What a lot of songs they know! 


GIFF 
That's only a few. There must be 
hundreds more than that. 


Oh. 


GIFF 
Or fifty anyway. 


Annette can't think of anything more to say. Neither can 
Giff. He leans over and kisses her warmly on the lips. 
Her arms go around him. They stand embraced for a long 
moment, separate, look at each other in wordless wonder. 
Giff finally manages to stammer a few words. 


GIFF 
I feel wonderful. 


Annette's smile says that she does too. She kisses him 
lightly on the cheek, takes his hand and sweetly leads 
him back to the group at the piano. 

INT. THE WHEELHOUS# - NIGHT 

Officer Murdock returns from the wing, glances at the 
clock in the wheelhouse. The camera moves past him. 
The clock fills the screen. It reads 11:36. 


EXT. CROW'S NEST - NIGHT (PROCESS - SAME AS SCENE 77) 


Devlin, who has been watching to port, casually swings 
around, moves to the forward rail and leans on it. He 
has hardly reached his position, when he straightens and 
stares ahead, terror in his eyes. 


EXT. POINT-OF-VIEW SHOT - NIGHT (MINIATURE) 


Moving towards the Titanic is the dimly perceived above- 
water mass of the iceberg. 
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EXT, THE CROW'S WEST - NIGHT (PROCESS, SAME AS SCENE 77) 


DEVLIN 
(a terror-stricken 
prayer) 
Jesus Maria! 


He whirls and strikes the emergency bell three times, 
turns and screams into the telephone. 


DEVLIN 
Teeberg dead ahead! 


INT. WHESELHOUSE - NIGHT 


Officer Murdoch jumps from the phone to the window, 
stares forward. 


EXT, POINT-OF-VIEW SHOT - THE ICEBERG - (MINIATURE) - 
NIGHT 


The iceberg is nearer now -- four hundred yards away -- 
and closing the Titanic. 


INT. WHEELHOUSE - NIGHT 
Murdoch turns and yells to the quartermaster - 


WURDOCH 
Hard-a-starboard! 


As the quartermaster desperately spins his wheel wUurdoer 
jumps to the engine room telegraph and rings up Mull 
Speed Astern." 


EXT. R.M.S. TITANIC AND ICEBERG - NIGHT (MINIATURE) 


As they bear down on each other, the Titanic slowly and 
tortuously swings to port, trying to avoid collision. 


INT. VSSTIBULS - NIGHT 


The youngsters have begun "Yard By Yard." They sing 
oblivious to the ship's movement. 


The Captain is not. He slowly rises, a frown on his face, 
and hurries from the room. 


INT. OFFICERS! MESS - NIGHT 


Officer Lightoller is at the table, tea and viscuits in 
front of him. He too *s aware of the ship's movement. 
He goes to a porthole, looks out. As ne sees nothing, 
he exits swiftly, without putting his cap on. 


EXT, R.w.S. TITANIC AND ICEBERG - WIGHT (MINIATURE) 


By a miracle of navigation, the ship seems to have avoiced 
the iceberg. As the vessel eases to port, the oerg - is 
to slide down her starboer” side with a few feet 
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78: 
AQ. FLYING BRIDGE - NIGHT (FROCHESS) 
Murdoch turns to the quartermaster. 
MURDOCH 
(every fibre taut) 
p it hard over! We're going to 
a 
The quartermaster strains to hold the wheel to starooard. 
BAT. R.M.S. TITANIC AND ICEBERG - NIGHT (MINIATURE) 
as the ship passes a section of the iceberg. 


T, UNDERWATER SHOT - THE TITANIC AND THE ICEBRRG «= 
NIGHT (MINIATURE) 


Belcw the waterline, the Titanic 
the long, razor-like spur of the 
mull like a can opener; it makes 
the peak tank to admidships. 


S not out of jeopardy; 
ceoerg slices into the 
smooth fatal gash from 


1 bs ps 


INT, CARGO HOLD ~ NIGHT (MINIATURE AND TRAVELING MATTE) 


Three or four below-deck personnel scrambling to zet out 
the wall buckles. 


INT. WHEELHOUSE - NIGH 
There is a slight convulsive tremor as Officer Lightoller 
and the Captain appear in the wheelhouse from different 
sides. 
MURDOCH 
Iceberg, sir! We must have picked 
up a spur. 
"Watertight Door Controi,” and 


it is a iarge, bare compartment filled with iuggage, 
wooden crat ete. The starodoard bulkhead is agape, 


3 
s of water peur in. 


night lamp is on. Julia is in ner oertn. 


OF (Cant) 


The door to the next cabin is oven, a chair »rovved 
against it. 


Julia has apvarentiy been roused from her restless sleep 
by the jar. Propped on one elbow, she calls drowsily 
into the next room - 


JULIA 
Norman... Norman... 


There is no rasponse from the other room, where Norman 
can be sesn sound asieep. 


Julia lies down again. 
98 INT. THE SMOKING ROOM - NIGHT 


The sound of the college songs in the distance; the 
players as last seen. Sturges is dummy. He peers at 

the last trick, climbs to his feet, circles around behind 
his partner (Sandy) and locks at his cards, leaning one 
hand against the bulkhead. Sandy grins and extends his 
cards backward for Sturges to see. 


Suddenly Sturges has become aware of 


om 
straightens uo, looks around with Z 


Ss 
pu 


STURGE 
(puzzled assertion) 
The engines have stopped. 


The others vay no attention. He steos to the door, exits 
to - 


99 EXT, PROMENADE DECK - STARBOARD SIDE - NIGH? 


It is deserted; tne long row of deck chairs is emnty. 
Sturges stares forward. As there is nothing to merit his 
attention, he shrugs and is about to return to the smoking 
room, when a voice from behind stops him. 


HEALBY'S VOICE 
It's over there. 


With a puzzled look on his face, Sturges turns and sees 
Healey in tne shadows. Sturges moves uo to him, Without 
comment, Heaiey quietiy points off. 


L100 EAT. POINT-OF-VIEW SHOT - NIGHT (MINIATURE) 
On the starboard quarter, a thousand yards away, the ice- 
bers slidés into the: gioom, 

LOL EAT, PROMENADE DECK - NIGHT 


He turns oack to Healey. 


OQ 
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Sturges stands transfixe 
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(trying to viece 

the facts together) 
That's why they stepped the engines... 
We must have coms close. 


Healey shakes his head with a sad smile. Alarmed at the 
solemnity of Healey! s exvression, Sturges looks towards 
the icsberg, shen back at Healey. 


STURGES 
Did we hit it? 


Healey doesn't answer for a moment. 


HEALEY 
(making a soiemn 
oe Fry rene Oe ae ere eS 
adistinetion} 
No, sir. It hit us. 


Sturges receives the news numbly, turns and slowly starts 
for the ladder leading to the boat deck, then accelerates 
his vace. 


102 INT. FIREMEN'S PASSAGE - NIGHT (MINIATURE) 


It is three feet deep in water. Torrents pour through 
the wide gash in the bulkhead. 


103 INT. WHEELHOUSE - NIGHT 


Present are the Captain, Murdoch, Lightoller, Wilde and 
both quartermasters. 


Intercom telephone bells are ringing eontinuously. Small 
red lights are flashing on the panel. Lightoller and 
Wilde are each on a telephone. Murdoch hangs up a third 
and moves over tc the Captain, 


MURDOCH : 
No damage above the wateri:ine, but 
the forepeak is flooded to the orlop 
deck. 


Murdoch turns to grab ancther phons, 438s ‘\J.ide approaches 
the Captain. 


WILDE 
Three feet of water in Ve firemen's 
passage, vortside. Additional damage 


abaft cf buikhead 8B. 


Wilde moves out to the wing cf tne bridge, The Captain 
turns and walks over to Lightoller, who is sveaking ina 
low tone of voice on one of the thonres, 
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LIGHT OLLER 
Damage that far back? Check again. 


There is a slight pause while he exchanges a look with 
the Captain. 


LIGHT OLLER 

(into phone, with 

complete resignation) 
All right, I'li tell him. 

(he hangs up, turns 

to the Captain) 
We're taking on water in the Number 
One, Two and Three holds, Number 
Five and Six boiler rooms. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
Can they shore up? 


LIGHTOLLER 
No, sir. Ripped us like a can opener. 


The Captain stands silent, utterly stricken. 


In a semi-circle around him, the officers watch him 
quietly. The silence is heavy. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(almost to himself) 
Thank you, Mr. Lightoller. Tell the 
Chief Engineer to start up the forward 
DUMPS 


He turns and walks out to: 
104, EXT. PORT WING OF THE BRIDGE - NIGHT 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(to Wilde) 
Order all hands to take stations, 
crew and passengers don life jackets. 
Prepare to lower away on all boats. 


WILDE 
How shall we pass the word? Tell 
them it's serious? 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(weighing it) 
We can do that and panic them, or 
keep it from them long enough to 
get the boats away... 


WILDE 
(persistent) 
Which will it be, sir? 
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CAPTAIN Shit 
(matter-of-fact) 
Keep it from them, 


He leaves the wing of the bridge and goes aft to the 
boat deck, 


105 EXT. BOAT DECK - NIGHT 


Captain Smith strides toward the Marconi room. Near it 
he is accosted by Sturges. 


+ 


Captain Smith. 


The Captain orusnes by him, enters - 


Or 


10 


INT. THe MARCONT ROOM - NIGHT 
Phillios sits at the instrument, «eying a message. Bride 
ag i on a cot nearby. 
CAPTAIN SHITH 
(oointing at Bride) 
Break off traffic and zet nim un. 
Phillips rises and shakes Bride, who drowsily climos to 
his feet, 
eet EY SMICH 
Send out a ©0.1;.D. to sil vessels, 
PHILLIPS 
(dumbfounded) 
C.Qa.D! That's Full Distress, sir, 
CAPTAIN SMITH 
That's rignt. We'tve struck an ice- 
berg. We are soing down. 
He turns, walks to the door and is about to step out, 
107 EXT. BOAT DECK - NIGHT 


Sturges stands by the door, waiting for the Captain to 
emerge. As he does so, shutting the door to the cabin 


vehind him, the two men look at each other Yor a second, 


STURGES 
Captain, I want to know exactly 
what's haopvened, 


CAPTAIN S 
rw 


There's been some unde ater damage. 
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(Cont. ) 
STURGES 

You can trust me, Captain. Is it 

eriuica ly 
The noise of a turning winch makes both men look off. 
BAT. LIFEBOAT STATION - NIGHT 
A boat crew in life jackets is preparing to Lower a life- 
boat. 
EXT. BOAT DECK - NIGHT 
Sturges throws a quick look at the Captain, then looks 
aft: 
EXT. LIFEBOAT STATION NO. 8 - POINT-OF-VIEW SHOT - NIGHT 
(PROCESS) 
Another crew is working on the No. 8 lifeboat. 
EXT. BOAT DECK - NIGHT 


Sturges's concentrated look demands an expianation. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(evasively) 
To be on the safe side, we're lower- 
ing all the boats. 


He makes a move to return to the bridge. Sturges blocks 
his way. 


STURGES 
Captain, I will not be put orf. Is 
this ship going to sink? 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(after a pause) 
She is. I've ordered all women and 
children into the boats. As for the 
rest of us, perhaps some vessel can 
get to us in time. 


The Captain starts forward towards the wheelhouse. 
Sturges hurries after him. The camera trucks him over 
as he reaches the Captain near the wing of the bridge. 


STURGES 
Captain Smith! In other wcrds, there 
aren't enough lifeboats for the men? 


The Captain doesn't reply. but the eyes of the two men 
meet and there is tragic assent in those of the Captain. 
Sturges stands transfixed. The Captain starts up the 
ladder, enters the wheelhouse. 
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8h. 
SAT, WING OF THE BRIDGE - NIGHT 
Lightoller has broken out the pyrotechnic equipment. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
Fire distress signals, Mr, Lightoller. 


Lightoller fires a rocket from the deck placement. 
EXT, R.M.S. TITANIC (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 


The vessel is almost dead in the water. High above her 
a series of rockets explodes in the dark sky. 


INT. BALLROOM - NIGHT 


A steward stands in the doorway, addressing the group of 
youngsters grouped silently around the piano. Among them 
are Giff and Annette, 


STEWARD 
All passengers go to their cabins and 
rut on life jackets. There is no 
cause for alarm. 


INT. SMOKING ROOM - NIGHT 


In the open door stands Harry, the steward, addressing 
the three remaining bridge players: Sandy and Meeker, who 
are toting up the scores; Mrs. Young, who stands with a 
cup of coffee in her hand. 


HARRY 
You wili find life jackets on the 
rack in your wardrobe. Please pro- 
ceed to your cabins immediately. 


INT. THIRD CLASS RECREATION ROOM ~- NIGHT 


A large group of smigrans passengers in all kinds of 
night dress have been herded into the room. A junior 
officer is addressing them. 


JUNIOR OFFICER 
There's nothing to worry about. You 
are to put on your life jackets. 
After that, you are to proceed to the 
promenade deck ty tne after ladder. 


The peopie stare at him and at each other wonderingly. 


AD LIB VOICES 
(excitedly) 
Je ne comprends pas! 
Ik versta geen? 
Ich verstehe nicht was er meint! 
Che cosa dice Lei? 
Begrijpt U dat? 
Cosa significa cio? 


117 INT, A-52/S5i. - NIGHT (PROCESS) 


Julia in a dressing gown, Norman in pyjamas, stare out of 
the porthole at a sky illuminated by flares. 


The door of the cabin is flung open from cutside, and 
Annette rushes in, leaving the door open behind her. 


ANNETTE 
Did you hear what's happened? 


Julia and Norman turn around and face her, 


ANNETTE 
(exuberantly) 
We ran into an iceberg -- and none of 
us even saw iti! Isn't that the biggest 


cheat! 
Sturges appears in the open door behind her, 


JULIA 
(agitated) 
I knew there was something. It 
woke me. 


With studied casuainess, but with great authority, Sturges 
takes over the situation. He plays the following scene 
with great style, as though he were leading a cotillion. 


STURGES 
Please relax. I've talked to the 
Captain. There was a collision of 
sorts. The steamship company evi- 
dently felt we needed something to 
break the monotony. 


* JULIA 
Is there any danger? 


STURGES 
(with a belittling 
gesture) 
On a ship like this?... However, we 
have to follow instructions. 


He crosses to the wardrobe and pulls out two life jackets, 
speaking as he does so. 
STURGES 
Put on warm things, everybody -- com- 
fortable, but as becoming as possible, 
Annette, get the other jackets from 
in there. 


Annette and Norman comply with his instructions, Sturges 
crosses and helps a bewildered Julia into her coat. 


(CONTINUE. j 
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STURGES 
It might be a good idea to bring 
blankets along. It may be chilly 
in the lifeboats. 


JULIA 
(turning to face 
him squarely) 
Lifeboats! And you say there's 
no danger? 


Sturges, anxious to avoid Julia's look, concentrates on 
unfolding the first life jacket. He holds it out for 
the returning Annette. 


STURGES 

(while doing so) 
Julia, I'm afraid you don't under- 
stand the corporate mind. Steamship 
companies serve the public. To prove 
they're on the job, they like to in- 
convenience people... Julia, help 
Norman. 


As Julia moves over to do so, Sturges undoes the third 
jacket. 


STURGES 

(with feigned 

lightness) 
I imagine they'll row us out a few 
hundred yards while they repair the 
damage. 

(handing her a 

jacket) 
All right, Julia. 

(as she slips 


into 1%) 
We're assigned to the Number Six 
lifeboat. 

(looking around) 
I believe we're ready -- except 


you'd better take these, Norman. 
(he picks up a pair 
of gloves, where they 
lie on a table, and 
tosses them to Norman) 
Catch! 


The camera moves up to Norman, as he catches the gloves. 
He is fully equipped, with trousers and overcoat over his 
pyjamas, life jacket on. 

(CONTINUED ) 
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NORMAN 
(lightly) 
Haven't you forgotten something too, 
sir? 


He holds up his father's life jacket. 


In the open door, Sturges, who has ushered the ladies in- 
to the corridor already, turns. It's the first time he's 
looked directly at the boy after all these days, and the 
sight is still painful to him. He tries to force a smile, 
but it doesn't come off. 


STURGES 
(quickly) 
So I have. 


He takes the jacket and dons it, as they come into the 
corridor. 


INT. CORRIDOR LEADING TO THE STATEROOMS - NIGHT 


As they step out, Mrs. Young, protesting violently, is 
being hustled down the corridor by an obsequious steward. 
Over her big fur coat there is a life jacket. 


MRS. YOUNG 
eoooray a thousand dollars to ride on 
the greatest ship ever built, and three 
days later somebody pokes a hole in it. 
Let tem patch it up and leave us alone! 
(as she sights the Sturgeses 
moving towards her from the 
opposite direction) 
Hey, partner, if you see Sandy, tell him 
we're going to continue that game! 
(abreast of Sturges) 
You and me was just getting some good 
hands. 
STURGES 
Don't worry, Mrs. Young. When we get 
back the cards will still be warm. 


They continue in opposite directions. 


INT. MAIN STAIRCASE - NIGHT 


There is general commotion. Stewards are proceeding in 
orderly fashion to distribute life jackets. An already 
sizeable crowd of passengers in various states of attire 
surges up the staircase, among them the four Sturgeses. 
As they move up towards the boat deck, a voice from below 
calls out: 
GIFF'S VOICE 
Annette! Annette! 


Annette turns and looks down the staircase at Giff, who is 
pushing through the crowd to join her. All she has time 
to do is wave. The press of people forces her onto: 
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fel 
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EXT, THE BOAT DECK - (PROCESS) - NIGHT 


The Sturgeses move forward to the No. 6 lifeboat station, 
As yet no attempt has been made to lower the No. 6 life-+ 
boat. It hangs in the davits, with the toat covers still 
on, Beyond it, lifeboats No. k and 2 are being uncovered 
and prepared for lowering by boat crews, under the super-~ 
vision of Lightoller, who stands on eae deck chair. 


LIGHTOLLER 
(shouting to No. boat) 
Number Four boat, swing out! Number 
Two crew, see your boat clear of the 
ship's side before you lower away! 


Sturges pushes his way forward a few feet and shouts to 
Lightoller. 


STURGES 
Officer, there's nobody to man this 
boat! 


Lightoller jumps down and joins Sturges, ushering him 
back to the No. 6 station. 


LIGHTOLLER 
We have a crew on the way up. Keep 
your people together. 


Giff wrestles his way through a group of Seamen, comes up 
to Annette. 


GIFF 
(grabbing her arm 
tenderly) 
I tried to reach you down telow. 


Annette holds his hand gratefully. Giff turns to Lightoller. 


GIFF 
Is there any way I can help, sir? 


LIGHTOLLER 
Yes, you can move out of the way and 
see that this passage is kept free. 
Stand back, all of you, and stay to- 
gether. 
(to Sturges) 

All your people here? Your entire 
family? 


STURGES 
Yes. 
(as a sudden after- 
thought strikes him) 
On second theught, I have some 
stragglerseecce 


(CONTINUED) 


520 


89 » 


120? (Gent. ) 


STURGES (Cont.) 
(to Julia) 
[I'll be back shortly. 


JULIA 
You can't leave us now! 


STURGES 
(reassuringly) 
I'll be back, 


He starts away, only to be grabbed by a panicky Meeker, 
who has rushed up from the No. 8 lifeboat station. 


MEEKER 
Mr. Sturges, can you use your influence? 
Do you know what's going on? 


Sturges shoves him aside bruvqusly and disappears. Giff 
grabs Meeker and whirls him into the group. 


GIFF 
Stand back! Keep this passage clear! 


Meeker finds himself next to Julia. Panting and deeply 
upset, he turns to her, 


MEEKER 
(in a hoarse undertone) 
You're Mrs. Sturges? ... They say it's 
nothing, but they're lying! There's 
water below! 


As Julia stares, he continues frantically: 


MEEKER 
And now somebody says there aren't 
enough lifeboats for the men! 


The camera moves and holds on Julia's face. The full 
implication of this information begins to sink in. 


tei EXT. PROMBNADE DECK, PORT SIDE, AMIDSHIPS - NIGHT 


Lifeboats No. 3 and 5 have been lowered to the promenade 
deck, where additional women passengers are being put 
aboard. A stream of passengers flows up from the ladders 
leading below. Tne scene is spasmodically lighted by the 
glare of overhead rockets. 


Sturges presses forward, runs into Sandy near the No. 5 
boat. 


SANDY 
(indicating Sturges's 
life jacket) 
Well, Richard, I see they got you 
into one of those, Mine didn't fit. 
(CONTINUED) 
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STURGES 
You're not busy. I may need you. 


He says it with such gravity that Sandy grabs him by the 
arm e 


SANDY 
Hold up. It can't be that bad. 


STURGES 
I'm afraid it is. 
(with a rueful 
smile) 
Some of us may have sand for supper 
tonight. 


He propels Sandy around and shoves him through the crowd 
towards the ladder leading down to the third-class open 


deck space. Both men have to struggle hard against the 
traffic. 


Lee INT. THIRD-CLASS RECREATION ROOM - NIGHT 


Junior officers and stewards are having difficulty main- 
taining order. They pass out life jackets and issue 
orders, the meaning and urgency of which is not under- 
stood by the emigrants. Sturges and Sandy appear and 
look around in consternation. Sturges grabs a steward. 


STURGES 
Can't you get some order here? 


STEWARD 
They don't want to go, sir. We can't 
make them understand about the trouble. 


SANDY 

Give me a try. 

(he jumps on a 

chair, cups his 

hands and starts 

calling in Italian) 
Attenzione, tutti, attenzioneJd 
(Attention, everybody, attention!) 


STEWARD 
Tell them to leave everything behind 
and go up by the forward ladder. 
Women and children first. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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SANDY 

(shouts in Italian) 
Lasciate ogni cosa, salite per la 
scala di fronte. Donne e bambini prima. 
(Leave everything, go up by the ladder 
in the front. Women and children first. ) 
Non spingete! Camminate, non correte! 
Andate verso la scala di fronte! Donne 
e bambini prima, Andiamo, andiamo! 
(No pushing! Walk, do not run! 
Go toward the ladder in the front. 
Women and children first. Let's go, 
let's go!) 


Sturges has pushed his way through the crowd, looking 
searchingly in all directions. The camera is on a boom 
above him. Now, in a far corner, he discovers the 
Uzcadums. They sit clutching their luggage, in paralyzed 
bewilderment. Sturges strides up to them. As Mrs. Uzcadum 
sees him, she bursts out in incomprehensible Basque. 


STURGES 
(with cold authority) 
Mrs, Uzeadum, get to your feet. 


For answer, she draws back, whimpering. 


MRS, UZCADUM 
No; no! Safer place here. 


STURGES 
Mrs. Uzcadum, by some mischance, one 
of those idiocies of heaven, I presume, 
I am at the moment the head of this 
family. Now get up! 


He scoops up the smallest child. Mrs, Uzcadum still hangs 
back. Sturges cures that with a single syllable. 


STURGES 
Upt 
Mrs. Uzeadum gets to her feet. 
STURGES 
(to the other 
children) 


Allez, allez! 


He pushes them ahead of him. Mrs. Uzcadum follows. As 
they exit, the camera holds on Sandy, who is trying to 
get some order into the milling group in the corner. 


(CONTINUED) 
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The camera moves past him to the corner. There, behind 
a pile of abandoned luggage, including a guitar and an 
accordion, the seams of the forward bulkhead have begun 
to give -- a small stream of water is beginning to flow 
ine 


QUT 
INT. BOILER ROOM - NIGHT 


Two stoker gangs are firing the small auxiliary boilers. 
The Captain makes his way past the first furnace, up to 

the chief engineer. As the Captain approaches, the crew 
pauses. The Captain glances at the pressure gauge. 


CAPTAIN 
Can you still keep up steam? 
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CHIEF ENGINEER 
We'll give ter a try, sir. 


CAPTAIN 
Good. We need Dower for the Marconi 
instrument. I want the lights burning 
as long as possible, If there's a 
Ship coming, she has to See us. 


CHIEF ENGINEER 
Right, sir, 


CAPTAIN 
I presume you know -~ you may not 
make it out of Heresese 


The chief engineer glances around at his crew. 


CHIEF ENGINEER 
Yes, sir. That's the way of it sometimes, 


The crew quietly pick up their shovels. 


CAPTAIN 
Thank you. Be British, my men, 


He scurns and leaves, 
EXT. BOAT DECK - (PROCESS) - NIGHT 


Lifeboat No. lh has already been swung out and is filled 
with women passengers. Half a dozen deck hands are in the 
boat, setting the rudder in Place and breaking out the 
cars. Other women are being helped into the boat by junior 
officers, amidst a shouting of orders to the boat crew. 


Sturges, with the Uzcadums in tow, pushes through the 
crowd to the Junior Officer, 


STURGES 
Have you room here for four more? 


JUNIOR OFFICER 
I think so, sir. Are they assigned 
to this boat? 


STURGES 
They are now. 


Without waiting for a reply, he helps Mrs. Uzcadum into 
the boat; a sailor Swings the two Uzcadum children in be- 
Side her, 


Nearby, in the boat, sits Mrs. John Jacob Astor, her face 
blank with tragedy. 
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Sturges bends over her with the smallest of the Uzcadum 
children, 
STURGES 
(reassuring the 
frightened child 
This is a nice lady. She'll take 
care of you. 


He places the child in Mrs. Astor's arms. Mrs. Astor 
smiles wistfully. 


STURGES 
(to Mrs. Astor) 
Bon voyage, Madeleine, my dear, 


He moves in towards lifeboat No. 6, past John Jacob 
Astor, who stands waving bravely towards his wife. 


A-lah =XT. BOAT DECK - BY LIFEBOAT No. 


Orn 


Julia has been watching the Uzcadum incident, In her 
eyes there is a new look of pride. Behind her there is 
feverish activity; lifeboat No, 6 is being loaded, 
Annette and Giff stand by themseives on the fringe of 
the group. Meeker is pestering Lightoller, 


MEEKER 


we have back, 

Leis 20 
He lifts the boy the boat. The cam- 
era concentrates comes up to her, 


Around them, the continue. 


STURGE 
Some loose ends to take care of 
3 
b eee |e 
eulia, 


Unexpectedly embarrassed, Sturges looks around, 


STURGES 
They're loading the lifeboat now. 
I'd better go to my own, It's on 


the cther side, 


Julia looks at him a moment. Her eyes rears 
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JULIA 
ae i-be-a long walk, my dear, but 
thank you for lying. I know you're 
trying to make it easy for us. 


STURGES 
This way is easier fcr me, foo, 
JULIA 


Oh, Richard, where did we miss out 
om each other? 

(with a sad smile} 
I beg your pardon, sir. I put you 
down 48 a useless man -~ somebody to 
lead a cotillion. 


STURGES 
After all, it was my major talent, 


Julia reaches out ard catches his arm, As he pats her 
hand, she breaks down completely, 


wo 


JULIA 
This can't be truei There must be a 
ship coming -- some kina of help for 
you too} Everything can't end out 
here in some little corner of the 
ocean ..., 


STURGE 
(ruefully) 
Well, Julia, at least we have a solu- 
tion to our problem, 


JULIA 
(starting to cry) 
I'm sorry, sorry about everything 


88 


The camera has moved so close taat only their heads are 


7 


on the screen. All bitterness, all posturing, 211 super- 
ficlality is gone. What Sturges says is quiet and zenu- 
Ine. 
STURGES 

We nave no time to catalogue our re- 

grets, All we can do is pretend twenty 

years didn’t happen. It's Jure again, 

You've walking under scme elm trees in 

a white musiin dress -- the loveliest 

creature I ever laid eyes on. That sum- 

mer, when I asked you to marry me, TI 

plicdged my eternai devotion .., Tta con- 

Sider it a great favor, Jaa, 22 Fou 

would accept a restatement of that pledge, 
Julia's answer is to kiss ety 8 Cate Ge AN nas 
Lightoller steps up to them, takes Tulia's arms, Frees 
her from Sturges. 


. (CONTINUED) 
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LIGHTOLLER 
Please, madam 


Go ahead, my dear, 


Gently but firmly, Lightoiler leads Julia to the life- 


boat and 


helps her in. The camera pans slightly to the 


rail past the davit, holds on Annette and Giff. 


In order 
hind her 


GIFF 
I don't think it's go serious. Wetll 
get help, 


ANNETTE 
I think so too. 


GIFF 
I bet there are practically sever 
or eight ships coming right now. 


to avoid looking straight at her, he steps be- 
and unnecessarily begins to tighten the straps 


of her life jacket. 


GIFF 
But anyway, just in case we get on 
different boats and you get to New 
York first, would you call up home 
for me? 


ANNETTE 
Of course. They'll all be worried, 


GIFF 
There's just Jackie -- that's my kid 
sister. If you could tell her T didnit 
win any medal but I got her a pocket- 
book instead, with beads on it. It 
was supposed to get there for Baster, 
but I bet it didn't, 


Annette wheels to face nim, 


ANNETTE 
(trying to convince 
herself) 
You'll be there to tell her, Giff. 
You're just as apt to be there be- 
fore me. 


GIFF 
Sure - bub even if not, there's some- 
thing I want you to know. TI don't think 
you'ii believe it, but I wouldn't have 
missed this boat trip -- not for anything. 


( CONTINUZD) 
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Deeply moved, she folds him in her arms, kisses him, 
then walks forward to the lifeboat where her father 
stands, Sturges helps her into the boat, beside Norman, 
who has been anxiously surveying the scene, 


NORMAN 
Shouldn't I wait and go in the boat 
with you? 
STURGES 
The officer put you here, didn't he? 
NORMAN 
Yes, sir. 
STURGES 


(reassuringly, 

mussing the boy's 

hair) 
You know the rules. A good soldier 
follows orders, 


NORMAN 
Yes, sir, 


Sturges puts a lightly caressing hand on one of Annette's 
shoulders, one on Norman's, 


STURGES 
Au revoir, my pets. You look fat and 
funny in those life jackets - like 
Tweedledum and Tweediledee, 


Further exchange is impossible. At this moment, a junior 
officer moves down the deck, calling through a megaphone. 


JUNIOR OFFICER 
Lifeboats Four and Six, stand by to 
lower away! Pick up passengers on 
the promenade deck! 


The men on deck face the women and children in the boats, 
This last farewell look is cruelly interrupted by a voice 
offscene - 


MURDOCH'S VOICE 
Attention! Attention, all able-bodied 
men! 
The group of men on deck Swings around, 


EXT, LADDER LEADING UP TO SMALL SUN DECK - NIGHT 


Officer Murdoch fights his way to the highest point and 
shouts down to the group. 
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MURDOCH 
(through megaphone) 
“© need your help astern! As quickly 
&s you can, pleage! 


EXT, BOAT DECK - NIGHT 


Almost mechanically, the men on deck follow the command, 
Among them are Sturges, Giff, Meeker and Astor, At the 
amidship companionway, a few of them turn and wave for- 
ward to the boats, 


2AT, LIFEBOAT STATION NO. 6 - POINT-OF-VIEW SHOT -~ Ntqut 
Vomen and children wave back, The boat lowerers or the 
No. 6 boat begin tc lower away. It disappears from view, 


EXT, BOAT DECK - NIGHT 


The men are hurried into the companionway by a junior 
officer. One after another, they disappear: Astor, 
Gi ei seul teks 


One of the group lingers behing, It i- 
around, sees that he is unnoticed 
steals away in the cpposite direc 


EXT, LIFEBOAT STATION No. 7 © (COMPOSITE MATTE SHOT) - 
NIGHT 


The camera is shooting down along the hull lime vo the 
No. 7 boat, It has been lowered eway, filled with pas- 
sengers -- but the fails have fouled and the boat. is 
stuck at a perilous angle, a few feet below the promenade 
deck, 


Two seamen are desperately Struggiing to clear the 1 
of boat No. 7. As the volunteers appear, ons of the se 
men calls out = 


SHAMAN 
Over tere, mates 
she's stuck! 


P = oo 7 ANS coe 
and Sturges, grab the 
‘ 
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The men, including 
free end of i 


INT, CORRIDOR LEADING To STATEROOMS - NIGHT 


It is empty and littered with debris, rom this angle 
a sharp list to port can be noticed, 


98. 


130. (Cont. 


aie a 


38 


-3 
Lo 
Pino 


135 


Meeker appears and moves furtively down the corridor, 
giancing into open staterooms as he goes. He suddenly 
stops and enters one. 


EXT, LIFEBOAT STATION No. 7 ~ NIGHT 


The volunteers are Straining at the line, with no ap- 
parent success. : 


SEAMAN 
She won't clear} 


Giff leaves his place, moves to the rail, looks down. 


GIFF 
Wetll never do it this way. 


He stoops, picks up a belaying pin, Swings out on the 
line, begins to slide down. The camera pans with him 
to the block-and-tackle above the lifeboat. Clinging 
with one hand, he leans down, begins to smash at the 
jammed rope. , 


#XT. LIFEBOAT NO. 7 ~ NIGH? 


The prayerful faces of all the people in the lifeboat 
are lifted to Giff, who is not in the shot. As the boat 
begins to right itself and descend towards the water, a 
grateful cry goes up from all of them. 


EXT. LIFEBOAT STATION NO. 7? - (PHOTOGRAPHED FROM POINT- 
OF-VIEW OF LIFEBOAT NO, 7) - GIFF ON THE LINE - NIGHT 


He begins to climb back up towards the boat deck but 
loses his grip on the shifting lines, Slips, strikes his 
head on the block-and=tackle and plummets into the water 
below. 


&XT, LIFEBOAT NO. 7 - NIGHT 


It is free of the liner and being rowed away from the 
side of the ship. They have seen the accident. They 
reverse their oars and make for the spot. 


The camera pans with them as they reach Giff -- uncon- 
Scious, but held up by his life jacket. Three women 
lean over the gunnel and pull the inert figure aboard. 
EXT. PROMENADE DECK - (FIRST LIST) - NIGHT 


At the rail hangs lifeboat No. 6. Julia is seated near 
the bow, Annette and Norman near the center of the boat. 


(CONTINUED) 
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A junior officer leans to the rail and shouts to the upver 
deck ~ 


JUNIOR OFFICER 
All. Picht, mate, lower away! 


At this moment a young woman arrives breathlessly. 


JUNIOR OFFICER 
Sorry, matam, she's loaded. 


The camera pans swiftly to Norman, who listens intently. 


YOUNG WOMAN'S VOICE 
Where can I go, officer? 


JUNIOR OFFICER'S VOICE 
There may be anothe» boat forward. 
No room in this, 


Norman's whole life has been a training for this moment 
of decision. He rises from his seat, steps vast someone 
and jumps to the deck, 


NORMAN 
(to junior officer) 
lee Ss a space, sir; 


The junior officer gives Norman a quick, silent aopraisal, 
then helps the young woman into the boat as it starts to 
lower, 


136 EXT, LIFEBOAT NO. 6 ~ DESCENDING TOWARDS THE BLACK WATERS - 
NIGHT 


Hardly has the woman taken Norman's seat, when Annette 
turns around. It is only now that she notices the absence 
of her brother, Stricken, she turns and struggies through 
the oress of people towards her motner. 


_ ANNETTE 
Mother, where's Norman? 


A terrified look comes into Julia's eyes. 


JULIA 
(puzzled) 
He was with you... 
(she rises, calling 
towards the stern 
of the boat) 
Norman! Norman! 


At this moment the boat hits the water, is unhooked from 
the boatfalls. A’ woman holding a baby calls out'in terror - 


WOMAN wITH THE BABY 
Sit down! Please sit down! 
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JULIA 
(shouting) 
Norman! Normani My little boy, my 
little boy! 


The woman next Julia Speaks quietly. 


WOMAN NEXT TO JULIA 
He gave some woman back there his seat. 
Annette gently pulls her mother down to the seat. The 
boat starts te pull away from the ship. Julials eyes 
are still on the distant rail, as she hopes by some 
miracle to get a final glimpse of Norman. 


EXT. PROMENADE DECK - NIGHT 


Norman presses through the crowd towards the ladder lead- 
ing to the boat deck. The ship is now listing considerably. 


EXT. LIFEBOAT STATION NO. o: = NIGHT 


Sturges moves up to a fire bucket near the bulkhead, 
quickly rinses his hands, down which the cable has left 
two bloody traces. He dries them on the boat cover cast 
orf from a lifeboat and starts aft. 


OUT 

int. THIRD CLASS RECREATIGN 800M - (MINIATURE) ~- NIGH? 

The big room has been completely deserted Al} the be- 
longings of the emigrants lie dereticu. This somore still 
life is suddenly wildly disturbed. The forwerd bulkhead 
creaks and breaks. A large torrent of water SUrEesS across 
the room toward the camera, engulfing everything, 


INT. MARCONI ROOM - (PIRST TILT) - NIGHT 


Phillips is at the table, taking a message. He wears ear~ 
phones, records the dit-dat-dit cn a typewriter before 
him. Bride stands over him tensely. The Captain snters 


’ lod 
with a junior officer, Phillips 6 3 words 
more, whips the paper out of the typewriter and reads the 
message to the Captain. 


PHILLIPS 
From the Carpatnia, sir. "We are coming 
at Full speed from fifty-one degrees, 
Chirty minutes, north -- f riy-nine 
degrees, twenty~one minutes, west." 


CAPTAIN SM 
Give me that ccsitior 


He grabs a piece of Paper from the stack of marconigrams 
on the desk, prepares to write down the position. 
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INSERT - THE PIECE OF PAPER 


it is Healey's marconigram to his brother. The Santain's 
hand flivs it over. Phillips' words are transcribed, 


PHILLIPS! VOICE 
Fifty-one degrees, thirty, north << 
forty-nine degrees, twenty-one, west, 


Camera pulls back to reveal the Captain staring wearily at 
tue Figures. He turns and hands the slio of paver to the 
junior officer, 


CAPTAIN SMITA 
Have Mr. Lightoller pass the word to 
the lifeboats. Make sou! by sou'west. 
They'll be picked up by dawn. 


The junior officer salutes and exits. The Captain follows 
him, 


BAT. TITANIC AMIDSHIPS, PORT SIDE, SHOOTING ALONG THE HULL 
PROM THE WATER - (MINIATURE) -~ NIGHT 


From the davits above, lifeboats at various heights are 
being lowered along the side into the water, The line of 
lights formed by the portholes already slants sharply 
towards the water. The ship is clearly down by the bow, 
(NOTE: From now on, all sets have a sharp list to vort.) 


INT. WHEELHOUSE - NIGHT 


The Captain enters and crosses to a large cross-section 
drawing of the Titanic on the after bulkhead. A series 
of small bulbs light up forward compartments which have 
been flooded. Wilde, who is at the instrument vanel, 
turns to the Cavtain, 


WILDE 
We're flooded clear back to the coal 
bunkers, The transverse bulkhead is 
about to go, “e're finished when the 
water hits the main boiler, 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
(after a fateful pause) 
Relieve all hands below deck. Their 
duty is done, 


As Wilde moves to the intercom ohone, a deckhand enters 


the wheelhouse and aoproaches the Carteain, 


DEC KHAND 
Mr. McDermatt is waiting amidsnips, sir, 


rt 


ES 


a 
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EXT. BOAT DECK - (FIRST TILT) - NIGHT 


lr. MCDERMATT, the orchestra leader, stands with members 
of his orchestra, huddled in overcoats and life jackets, 
and holding their instruments (Brass and wind only). The 
Captain enters the shot; the men stand at rigid attentio 


MCDERMATT 
You sent for us, sir. 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
I think it might help if youtd play. 


MCDERMATT 
PSS Sih, 


He nods quickly and turns to his men. 
MCDERMATT 


(to his men) 
Londonderry Air. 


Tle 


With quist authority, the men start to play. The Captain 


exits quickly. 
EXT. THE OCEAN -(MINIATURE) - NIGHT 


On its smooth surface, half a dozen lifeboats, crowded 
with women, can be seen being rowed away. At the sound 
of the band's music, every face turns in the direction 
of the Titanic. 


EXT. R.M.S. TITANIC - POINT-OF-VIEW SHOT (MINIATURE) - 
NIGHT 


The listing ship, as seen from the departing lifeboats. 


EXT. LIFEBOAT NO. 6 = (PROCESS) - CLOSE SHOT JULIA AND 
ANNETT# 


Their hearts in their eyes as they are borne away from 
the stricken ship. 


EXT. LIFEBOAT NO. 15 - (PROCESS) - NIGHT 


Mrs. Young sits near the bow, gazing in the direction of 
the Titanic. Deeply moved, she turns and shouts to the 
seaman handling the rudder - 


MRS. YOUNG 
Hey, turn this around! We've got some 
extra places in here} Maybe we can pick 
Somebody up! 
SEAMAN 
No, ma'am. My instructions was to pull 
EWaY. 
Mrs, Young starts to move aft, crawling over various 
people. Amidships, something catches her eyes. She 
stops and looks down. (CONTINUED j 


LL7 (Cont. } 


Near the gunnel sits a bundled-up feminine figure, 

Camera oans down the Pigure to reveal the cuffs of trou- 
Sers and a male pair of shoes, Mrs. Young quietly reaches 
down and swings the figure around to get a good view. It 
is Earl Meeker, 


MRS. YOUNG 
(sardonically) 
I see you made it, Mr. Meeker, 


Without waiting for a reply, she struggles aft to the 
Seaman. Reaching him, she issues an order? 


MRS. YOUNG 
Turn this boat around, 


SEAMAN 
It wouldn't be safe. T've Zot to 
think of ali of us. 


MRS. YOUNG 
I can spare you and me right now. And 
I got a third fellow we can do without. 


She shoves him aside and takes the tiller, faces the oars- 
men and shouts commandingly = 


MRS. YOUNG 
All right! Row, you sourdoughs, row! 


148 EXT. R.M.S. TITANIC - (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 


Point-of-view shot from the rowing boats. The forward 
portholes are still blazing with light; the bow is on the 
verge of submersion. Against the Stars, the funnels are 
Still pouring out smoke. Distant playing of the band 
continues. 


1hg EXT. FORWARD LADDER LEADING FROM PROMENADE DECK TO BOAT 
DECK = (FULL TILT) - WIGHT 


The lower steps are under water. A crowd moves forward, 
struggling up te the boat deck. It is composed mostly <f 
cooks, stokers, and below-deck personnel. Through the 
group presses the slight, uncertain figure of Norman. 


He stops a passing figure which he recognizes. It is 
Harry, the smoking-room steward, 


NORMAN 
Steward, you imow Mr. Sturgese.oo. 
Have you seen him? 


Harry shakes his head negatively, and ths press of the 
crowd separates them. 
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EXT, STARBOARD SIDE, BOAT DECK - (FULL TILT) -~ NIGHT 


Sturges stands at the rail. He Sighs, pulls out a ciga- 
rette case, lights a cigarette and slowly walks aft. 


The camera pans him to a group of seamen, Devlin and 
Symons among them. With their feet braced against the 
deck, they are hauling at a taut rope which leads to the 
sun deck. There the rope is lashed to a large, collaps- 
ible rubber raft. Other seamen are clearing the raft 
from its lashings. 


Sturges is about to move past. He stops, surveys their 
sweating, fevered faces. Without a Sign of emotion he 
takes out a handful of cigarettes, places one in the mouth 
of each of the men. With the butt of his cigarette he 
begins to light them. 


EXT. LIFEBOAT STATION No, 13 - NIGHT 


No. 13 is the last lifeboat on the davits on this side of 
the ship. It is crowded with women from every class of 
passengers, and from the crew, Among them is Emma, 
sitting by an oar-~lock. 


Officer Lightoller helps a woman into the boat, turns to 
Mrs. Straus, who is standing nearby with her husband. 


LIGHTOLLER 
All right, Mrs. Straus. 


MRS. STRAUS 
(pulling back, taking 
her husband's arm) 
No, please... 


LIGHTOLLER 
This is the last lifeboat, ma'tam. 


Mrs. Straus faces him, speaks with quiet intensity. 


MRS. STRAUS 
Please, sir. I am a very old lady. 
I have been with Mr. Straus most of 
my life. I will not leave him now. 


She puts her head on Mr. Straus's Shoulder. He puts his 
arm around her, 


EXT. BOAT DECK AMIDSHIPS - (SLOPING PLATFORM) - NIGHT 


The orchestra stands, still playing. Behind them, Norman 
appears, searching the faces of the moving crowd. At this 
moment a dull roar of immense volume pierces the ear, 

The deck shakes violently. Figures are sent Sprawling. 
Everything blurs. 
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105. 
EXT. HATCH LEADING TO BOILER ROOM - NIGHT 


Clouds of black smoke and a two-foot wall of water burst 
from it 2s ‘t is pushed open and half a dozen stokers, 
blackened by the explosion, scrabble out. 


George Healey appears in the shot, starts to push into 
the compartment. He is Stopped by the last of the stokers,. 


STOKER 
Don't go in there, sir. The num-s> 
two boiler's gone. The one on the port 
Side's about to go. 


He starts to drag Healey away. Healey stops him. 


HEALEY 
Are there men in there? 


STOKER 
A few. Pinned under the rig. 


Healey starts to enter the hatch. 


STOKER 
(imploringly) 
For God's sake, mister, don't go in! 


Healey eyes him. There is a moment of Silence. Healey 
speaks quietly. 
HEALEY 
For God's sake, I am going in. 
He turns and disappears into the smoke and water. 


EXT. BOAT DECK (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 


A second explosion rocks the Titanic. Great clouds of 
smoke surge out of broken seams of the funnels, enveloo- 
ing the boat deck. 


EXT. BOAT DECK - ANOTHER ANGLE - NIGHT 


Thrown against a pile of deck chairs, Sturges struggles 
to his feet. As he does so, through the smoke he sees 
something offscene. 


Tt is Norman - knocked against the rail, groggy and 
bewildered. 


Frentically Sturges rushes over to the crore figure. 


STURGES 
(as he bends over 
and tries to revive 
Hem * 
Norman! Norman! 


(CONTINUED ) 


A-15h (Cont.) 


106. 


NORMAN 
(his head clearing) 
twas afraid I couldn't find you, sir. 


STURGES 

(all poise gone) 
What havi 2 Wh Aaa 
woau nappened? What are. you d uBraves 


here? 


along the deck. 

155 EXT. LIFEBOAT STATION NO. 13 
The davits are empty, Sturges 
as Lightoller leans far over 
a megaphone towards the dark 


LIGHT 
Nurber Fourteen coxs 


Without waiting for the boy's answer, he pushes him ark 


- (PROCESS) ~- NIGHT 


and Norman enter the shoes 


es 
the railing, Shouting throug! 


waters below. 


OLIER 
wain! iiake for 


boats Five, Eleven and Four! Try 


to stick together! 
Sturges wheels him around. 


STURG 
Officer, this boy is 


Where are they loadi 
LIGHT 
Sorry, sir, all the 


gone. 


He turns and hurries forward 
The camera moves up and holds 


STURG 
(choked with 


ES 
Still aboard! 
ng? 


OLLER 
lifeboats have 


to perform another task, 
on Norman and Sturges, 


ES 
emotion) 


Weli, Norman, I didn't count on this. 


NORMA 

(simply) 
All the other men we 
thought perhaps I sh 
wearing long trouser 


Sturges studies him for a lon 
weeping, 


N 


re staying. I 
ould too...Itm 
Ss, sir. 


c 


g Moment, on the verge of 


STURGES 


(quietly) 
Yes, I guess long tr 


ousers are enough 


to prove you're a man... 


(CONTINUED) 
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(Cont. ) 
NORMAN 
Just the same, you're sore at me for 
coming back, aren't you, sir? 
Sturges snaps out of what was almost revery, studies the 
boy's face for a long moment before replying. 
STURGES 
Yes, I'm sore at you -- the way I've 
always been sore at those fool drum- 
mer boys who stayed on to play Last 
Retreat, 
NORMAN 
I thought maybe we could make a swim 
of it together. 
Sturges smiles quietly at the absurdity of Norman's prop- 
osition. He rumples the boy's hair. 
STURGES 
Well, whatever happens, I love you 
very much. 
The boy smiles up at him. 
STURGES 
I've been proud of you every day of 
your jife. Never as much as at this 
moment. I feel as tall as a mountain. 
As they stand together, a crowd of passengers moving aft 
crowd and brush against them. Harry, the smoking-room 
steward, bumped out of a knot of people, catches a glimose 
of Sturges's face, 
HARRY 
Mr. Sturges, there's some boy up for- 
ward looking for you. 
STURGES 
Yes, Harry. I found him. He's my son. 
Putting an arm around Norman, he guides the boy up the 
deck. 
EXT. OCEAN - NIGHT - LONG SHOT ~ (COMP. MINIATURE) 
The group of lifeboats. 
EXT. LIFEBOAT NO. 6 - (PROCESS) - NIGHT 


The Londonderry Air is a thin, clear sound in the far dis- 
tance, perhaps three-quarters of a mile away. Julia sits, 
in a grief far beyond tears, her eyes on the distant 
Titanic. The camera pans across the faces of other women 
to Annette, who is pulling at an oar. 


loge. 
Baye EXT. LIFEBOAT NO. 7 - (PROCESS) - NIGHT 


In the semidarkness a lantern is unhooked from the pow, 
passed down from hand <o hand to the after end of the 
boat, where a woman Stands and holds it, 


In the small circle of light, propped against another 
woman, lies Giff. His head ig bandaged, his eyes closed. 
The second woman is forcing brandy down his throat. He 
begins to stir, opens his eyes, laboriously struggles to 
a half-sitting position, 


158 EXT. R.M.S. TITANIC - (MINIATURE) ~ NIGHT 


She is down by the bow as far aft as amidships, only a 
thin line of porthole lights visible. The music of the 
orchestra is interrupted by a dull roar that echoes 
across the water. A shiver runs through the ship. 


159 INT, MARCONI ROOM - NIGHT 


The list to port is extreme. The overhead Ligar Daly 
Sways slowly but with ominous regularity. Phillips is at 
the desk, keying the Marconi instrument, Once, twice, 
three times he tries, but there is no spark, With quiet 
resignation he turns and looks up at Bride, who is stand- 
ing over him. 


PEILLIPS 
She won't spark, 
(as he gets to hig 
feet) 
We're finished, mate. 


Bride scoops up a life preserver from a near-by rack, 
hands it to Phillips. The two exit. The camera moves 
up to the impotent Marconi key. 


160 EXT, LIFEBOAT NO. 6 = (PROCESS) - NIGHT 


Near the bow, Annette pulls resolutely at an oar. She 
sees something offscene. 


161 EXT, LIFEBOAT NO. 7 - NIGHT - (PROCESS) - POINT-OF-VISW 
SHOT 


It is about ten yards away. Giff climbs over a seat, takes 
an oar from a woman and begins to row. As he does so he 
sees Annette in the near~by boat. He smiles wanly and with- 
out breaking stroke lifts an arm and waves encouragingly. 


162 EXT. LIFEBOAT NO. 6 = (PROCESS) - NIGHT 


Annette too recognizes Giff. There is wonder and promise 
in her smile. She waves back and continues rowing. In 
& curious way, Annette's rhythm seems to match Giff's. 


The camera pans to a child, who picks up Norman's ¢loves 
from the bottom of the boat and hands them to an old man, 
who takes them and hands them, the camera panning with 


Gee (CONTINUED) 


162 (Cont. ) 


jo 


ji 


On 


oO 
lw 


Or 


ais movement, to Julia. Julia, who has sat in a st 


of grief, takes the Sloves. She looks at them cunt 


recognizes them, touches them as if thev were the o9 


ei 


hands, 


JULIA 
Norman ..- always forgetting. some- 
thing ... 


The ship is now 1 


is @ heavily. The Captain moves 
the sloping deck to e 


seaman at the desk, 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
Mr. Quartermaster, you'll make the 
ast log sentry and secure. 


Tae quartermaster records as the Captain dictates, 


CAPTAIN SMITH 
At this hour, all wireless communica- 
tion broken off, all lifeboats manned 
and lowered away. This vessel sinking 
hard by the bow ... 


re! 


Over his last words the orchestra begins to play "Nearer 


My God to Thee.” 
EXT. BOAT DECK - NIGHT 
The orchestra playing the hymn. 


EXT. STARBOARD WING OF WHEELHOUSE - NIGHT 


The Captain steps from the wheelhouse and looks dow 
the deck, his head bowed. Over nim the strains of 


nymm can ove heard clearly. 


Out of the darkness behind hin steps Lightoller. le 


weary, exhausted. His uniform is torn, he is withoust 
cap. Without looking at the Captain, he stands morse 


erect and begins to sing. 


LIGHTOLLER 
(singing) 
Nearer my God to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee, 
Bren though it be a cross 
Tnat raises me... 


Tne Captain slowly lifts his head. 


EXT. PORT WING OF THE WHEELHOUSE - NIGHT 


Officer Murdoch stands by the outside COMPASS, DOesins 
t 


x: 
nim the quartermaster. They have taken up the hyn 
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110. 
EXT. BOAT DECK, NEAR NO. 2 FUNNEL ~ NIGHT 


John Jacob Astor stands hatless, his back to the band. 
He stares out at sea, Hearing the Singing from the oridgs, 
he turns and JOLusa ‘in, 


EXT. LADDER LEADING To THs SUN DECK - NIGHT 


Devlin and Symons, the two lookouts, are high up on the 
ladder, behind them a Broup of stokers and deckhands, 
all singing. 


BAT. BOAT DECK - NIGHT 


‘s 


Let. Or eye snip is severe. The band continuss to 


BAT. BOAT DECK, AMIDSHIPS - NIGHT 


Sturges stands, his arm on Norman's shoulder. Their eyes 
look out to sea, 


STURGES AND NORMAN 
(singing) 

Though like the wanderer, 

The sun gone down, 
Darkness be over me, 

My rest a stone, 
Angels to beckon me, 

Nearer my God to Thee 
Nearer to- These ..... 


BXT. BOAT DECK - BY THE MARCONI ROOM - NIGHT 


In front of the open door, the two operators, Phillips 
and Bride, stand singing. 


EAT. BOAT DECK, NEAR THE HAIL, AMIDSHIPS - NIGHT 
Mr. and Mrs. Straus stand between the stark arms of ¢ 
empty davits. They stand hand in hand. Fourscore years 
old, they sing with the elation of youth. 


EXT. OPEN SPACE AMIDSHIPS - NIGHT 


rge crowd of passengers and crew, intermingled, are 
n 


a 
singing. 


EXT. STARBOARD WING OF BRIDGE - NIGHT 


The Captain and Lightoller stand, Lightoller 5 


4 ~ 
aa Co 
Captain still silent. Behind them appear Officers Vilde 


and the Junicr Officer, singing too. As the hymn continues, 


the Captain joins in. His eyes slowly move aloft to: 


BAT. GAFF OF THE FOREMAST, AGAINST THE DARK SKY - 
(MINIATURE) - NIGHT 

The Britisna ensign from the old 3tar of Madagascar is 
stirred by a random breeze. 


177 


EXT. BOAT DECK - NIGHT 
Sturges and Norman. They sing. 


STURGES AND NORMAN 

Or if on joyful wing 

Cleaving the sky 
Sun, moon and stars forgot 

Upward I fly. 
Still all my song shall be 

Nearer my God to Thee 
Nearer to Thee. : 


They stand erect and triumphant. 
EXT, R.M.S. TITANIC - (MINIATURE) - NIGHT 


The music and voices ring in a clear echo across the un- 
lighted sea, The lifeboats are out of range. As the 
bow of the great ship makes a convulsive dip, the lights, 
shining from the after portholes, flicker and ZO out. 
Gradually the stern Lifts from the water. Then, without 
prelude or delay, the Titanic Slowly slides from sight. 
The orchestra music has died out and been taken over by 
a sort symphonic arrangement of the hymn. 


Out of this music, like a muted instrument, there comes 
@ quiet voice: 


NARRATOR'S VOICE 
Thus, on April the fifteenth, nineteen 
hundred and twelve, at zero two twenty 
hours, as the passengers and crew sang 
a Welsh hymn, R.M.S. Titanic passed 
from the British Registry. 


LAP DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. OPEN SEA - SUNRISE - (MINIATURE) 


The scene is a replica of Scott's famous painting in the 
London Academy -- the foreground an immense flat of blue 
water, in the middie distance a ring of crystal icebergs. 
Behind them a brilliant sunrise. 


The camera slowly pans around and holds on a cluster of 
lifeboats, like toys, in the distance, 


NARRATOR'S VOICE 
Seven hundred and twelve people, in 
nineteen lifeboats, survived. 


Camera tilts up from the waters. In the sky above, the 
first gulls from the Grand Banks have arrived. The music 
swelis. 


FADE OUT 
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